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AN ELEGY' 

WRITTEiflNA 

Country Church Yard, 
By Mr. Gray. 

TH E cwrfew tolls the knell of parting day *", 
The lowing herd wind (lowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weaiy way. 
And leaves the world to darkneis and to me. 



• Di. Johnfan obferrcs, itit thii Elcg; ibouodl with Imagei wbich 

i I mirrour in evcrj mind, anJ wiih fciitimcnii le which eitrj bofom 

Vol. IV. A retvrm 
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Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folemn {lillneis holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 
And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds; 

Save that from yonder ivy ^mantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch as, wand'ring near her fecret bower, 
Moleft her ancient, folitaiy reign.. 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's fhade, 
Where heaves the turf in. many a mould'ring heap,, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn, 
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built (bed. 
The cock's fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed, 

returns an echo. The four ftanzas beginning, TTtt ev*n tbtfe hones t^rc, 
fays he, original : I have never leen the fentiments in any other place; 
yet he that reads chem here, perfuades himfelf that he hat always felt 
them* 

IMITATX.ON. 

b .-i......— . fquilla di lontai.o 

Che paia *l giorno i*iangcr, che fi muore. 

Dame IPurg. L 8. O, 

For 
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tbr tbem no more the blazing hearth fhall burn. 
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care ; 
No children run to lifp their lire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to ihare« 

Oft did the harvefi: to their iickle yield. 
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield I 
How bow*d the woods beneath their flurdy ilroke ! 

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil, 
Their homdy joys, and deftiny obfcure ; ' 

Nor Grandeur hear, with a difdainful fniilc. 
The fhort and fimple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of power. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour ; 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefc the fault, 
If Memory o*er their tomb no trophies raife, 
Where through the long-drawn iflc and fretted vault 
The peahng anthem fwclls the note of praifc. 

Can floried urn, or animated buft, 
Back to its manlion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the iileftt duft. 
Or Flatt'iy footh the dull cold car of Death ? 

A a l^crhaps 
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Perhaps in this ncgle^ed fpot is laid 
Some heart, once pregnant with ccleftial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd, 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their ejTS her ample page, 
Rich with the fpoils of Time, did ne'er unroll; 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 

Full many a gem, of pureft ray ferene. 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear ; 
Full many a flower is bom to blufh unfecn, 
And wafle its fweetnefs on the defert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft 
T)ie little Tyrant of his fields withftood, 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft, 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lifl'iiing fenates to command, 
The threats of pain and rtiin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a foiling land, 
And read their hill'ry in a nation's eyes, 

Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes coniin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through flaughter to a throne, 
And (hut the gates of mercy on mankind,,^ 



The 
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The ftruggling pangs of confcious tnith ta hide^ 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fhan^e, 
Or heap the fhnnc of Luxury and Pride 
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame, 

* Far from the madding crowd's ignoble flrife, 
Their fober willies never learn'd to itray ; 
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

VARIATIONS. 

. « The thoughtlefs world to Majefty may bow. 
Exalt the brave, and idolize fiiccefs ; 
But more to innocence their fafety owe. 
Than Pow*r or Genius e*er confpIrM to blefs. 

And thou, who, nxindful of th' unhonour'd Dead, 

Doft in thefe notes their artlefs tale relate. 

By night and lonely contemplation led • 

To wander in the gloomy walks of fate : 

Hark ! how the facred Calm, that breathes around. 
Bids every fierce tumultuous paflion ceafe j 
In dill fmall accents whifpering froin the ground 
A grateful earneft of eternal peace. 

No more, with reafon and thyfeif at Arife, 

Give anxious cares and endlefs wilhes room ; 

But through the cool fequefterM vale of life 

Purfue the filcnt tenor of thy. doom, ^ 

And here the Poem, fays Mr. Mafon, was originally intended to con 
elude, before the happy idea of the hoary-headed Swain, &c. fuggefted 
itfelf tothe Author, The third of thefe rcje^ed ftanzas is not in. 
Cerior to any in the whole Elegy. 

A3 Yet 
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Yet efv'n thcfe bones from infult to proteft 

Some frail memorial ftill ere6led nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and fliapelcfs fcul^re deck*^ 

Implores the paffing tribute of a figh. 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th* unlet ter*4 ?4afe^ 
The place of fame and elegy fupply ; 
And many a holy text around flie ftrews, 
That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 

For who to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey, 
This ple^fing anxious' bejng e*er r^fignM, 
Left the warm precinds of the chearfiil day, 
Kor caA one longing, ling'riiig look behind i 

On fgme fond breaft the parting fpul relics. 
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires ^ 
Ev'n n-om the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n in our Alhcs l^v^ their wofitecl Fires**, 



For 



I141TAT10N, 

# Ch'iveggio nel penfier, dolce mio fueco, 
Fredda una lingua, 8c due begliqcchi chiufi 
Kifnaner doppp noi pien ^i fayiUe. 

~ Petrarek^ f^fu 169. CL 

VARIATION, 

Awake and faithful to her wonted fires. 
f' Thui (fays Mr. Mafon) it ilood in the firft 9nd feme following^ 
<< editions, and I think rather better ; (or ihp authority of Petrarch 



"x 
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Tor thee, who tradful of th* w^KonoBf^d Dead 
Doft in theie lines tkeir aitleis tale relate ; 
If chance, by lonely Conteniplati<m led, 
^me kindred SjHrit Ihall inquire thy fate, 

Haply fome Roary-headed fwain may fay, 

* Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

* Bnifliing with hafty ^eps the dews away, 

* To meet the fun upon the upland lawn«. 



There 



^* does not dt&rot the appearance of quaintnefs in the other : the 
*< thought however is rather obfcurely cxpreffed In both readings. He 
** means to fay, in plain profe, that we wiA to be remembered by our 
^ friends after our deaths in the fame manner as when alive we wiihed 
** to be remembered by them in our abfence : this would be exprelTcd 
** clearer, if the metaphorical iermjires was rejected, and the line run 
« thus : ^ 

"Awakeand faithful to her firftdtfires-" ^ 

In Chaucer's Revc's Prologue, v. 3880, 

Yet in our aihen cold is fire yiekin* 

There is, fays Mr. Tyrwhitt, fo great a refemblance between this 
line and the above, that I fhould certainly have confidered the latter 
as an i«sitation, if Mr. Gray had not referred us to the fonnct of Pe- 
trarch as his origixial. 

TARIATION. 

c On the high brow of yonder hanging lawn. 
After which, in the firll manufcript, followed this ftanza : 

A 4 Him 
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* There at the'foot of yonder nodding hfg^, 

* That wreathes its old fantaftic root» ib hig^, 

* His lifllefs length at noon-tide would he ftretoh^ 

* And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

* Hard by yon wood, now finil/ng as in fcom, 

* Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove : 

* Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

* Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopeleis love. 

* One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftomM hill, 

* Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree : 

* Another came ; nor yet be£de the rill^ 

* Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood, was he; . - 

* The next with dirges due in fad array, 

* Slow through the church-way path we faw him borne, 

* Approach and read (for thou canft read) the lay, 

* GravM on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn f. 

The 

Him have we feen the greenwood fide along^ 
While o'er the heath we hied, our labour doDCf 
Oft as the woodlark p.ip'd her fareweU fopg, 
With wififul eyes purfue the fetting fun. 

** I rather wonder (fays Mr. Mafon) that he rejeded this ftanza, as 
'' it not only has the fame fort of Doric delicacy which charms us pe» 
*' culiarly in this part of the poem, but alfo completes the account of 
*' his whole day :. whereas, this evening fcene being omitted, we have 
** only his morning walk and his noontide repofe." 

f Between this line and the epitaph, Mr. Gray originally inferted a 
very beautiful itan^a, which wa^ printed in fome of the firfi editions, 

bu( 
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The EPITAPH. 

rERE rtjli bit bead uponthtJaf «f Earth, . 
A Toutb to Fortune and to Fame unhuwn ; 
Fair Science frown^J not on bis humhk birtb^ 
And Melancholy marked him for her tFtUHm 



H 




Large nvas his iouftiy^ and his foul finccre^ 

Heaven did a rccompenceas largely fend i 

He gave to Misery all he hadj a tear^ 

He gMf^dfrom Heaven (*twas all be wiJb'^d) a^riend* 

No farther fek his merits to difclofe^ 
Or draw his fralities from their dread dbode^ 
(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 8 
fThe hofom of his Father^ and bis God* 

but afterwards omitted ; becauie he thought that it was too longr a pa- 
renthefis in this place. The lines however are^ in themfelTesy czqai- 
iitely fine> and demand prefervacion. 

There fcatter'd oft, the earlieft of the year^ 
By hands unfeen, are fhow*rs of violets found ; 
The redbreaft loves to build and warble there» 
And little footfteps lightly print the ground* 

IMITATION, 
g ' pavcntofa fpeme. ' 

Petrtircbf Ton* 114. G. 

HYMN 
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HYMN to ADVERSITY^ 

By the Same. 

DAUGHTER of Jove, relentlefe Pow*r, 
ThoQ Tamer of the human breafl, 
Whofe iron fcourge and torturing hour 
The Bad affright, afiiia the Beft 1 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The proud are taught to tafte of pain. 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfeh before, unpitied and alone. 

When firft thy Sire to fend on earth 
• i^rtue, his darling Child, defign*d. 
To thee he gave the hcav'nly Birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged nurfe I thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year fhe bore : 
What forrow was, thou bad'ft her know. 
And from her own fhe learn*d to melt at others* woe. 

** An imitation, as Dr. Johnfon obfenres, of the 35th Ode of the firft 
Book of Horace, beginning, DivOf gratum yw<r regis Antium; but Mr. 
Gray has excelled his original, by the variety of his fentiments, and by 
•heir moral application. 

z Scared 



geared at thy frown terrific, £7 

SdfvjJeafing Folly -s idle brood, 
Wild I^ught^r, Noiie, and thpughtlefs Joy, 

And leav^ us leifiire to be g^ood. 
Ligl^t they difperfe, and with them go 
Th^ fiimmer Friend, the flattering Foe ; 
By vain Prolperity receiv'd, 
fpo hfr they vpw thw tn^h, and arc again believ'd. 

Wifdoni in fable garb arrs^'d. 

Immersed in rapt'rous thought profound, 
^d Melancholy, filent maid 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground^ 
Still on thy folemn fleps attend : 
Warm Charity, the general friend. 
With Juftice to herfelf fevere, 
^|\nd Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear« - 

Oh ! gently on thy Suppliant's head. 

Dread Goddeis, lay thy chaft'ning hand ! 
Kot in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful Band 
(As by the Impious thou art ieen) 
With thund'ring voice, and threat'nmg mien. 
With fcreaming Horror's funeral ciy, 
Pefpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaflly Pover^* 



Thy 



Thy fonn benign, oh Goddels, wear, 

Thy milder influence impart. 
Thy philofophic Train be there 

To foften, not to wound my heart. 
The generous fpark extin6t revive. 
Teach me to love, and to forgive, 
* Exa6t my own defeats to fcan. 
What others are to feel, and know myfelf a man • 

» «* The many hard confonants (fays Mr. Mafbn) whicK occur in 
*' this line, hurt the ear. Mr. Gray perceived it himfelf, but did not 
** alter it, as the words themfelve^ were thofe which bcft conveyed his 
** idea, and therefore did not chufe to facrifice (enfe to found." 



•V — ^^ 
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EDUCATION. 

A POEM: 

IN TWO CANTOSk. 

Written in Imitation of the Style and Manner of 

SPENSER 's Fairy QjjEEN. 

Infcribed to Lady Langham i, Widow of Sir John 

Langham, Bart. 

By GILBERT WEST, Efq. 

Vttum fiudium vere liherale eft^ qnod liherum faczt. Hoc/a- 

pientia Jtudium eft^ fuhlime^ fi^^-t magnanimum : ^:,:^tefa 

fufiUa & puerilia funt^'—Plus fcire vclle quam Jirj^s intern- 

fercmiia genus e/i, ^id^ quodijla lihcrauu?n art turn confeBa" 

tio mokftas^ verbofos^ intempcfiivos^ fihi phcc7ites facity & iika 

non dicentes necrjfaria^ quia fupervacua didkcrunt. 

Sen. Ep. 88. 

O Goodly Discipline ! from heaven y-fprong ! 
Parent of Science, queen of Arts refin'd ! 
To whom the Graces^ and the "Nine belong : 
O ! bid thofe Gracesy in fair chorus join'd 

^ One canto only of this poem was publiftied. The obje^iors that 
were made to the obfolete words are faid to have occafioned its being 
left unfiniihed. 

^ Lady Langham was the author's mother. 

With 
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With each bright Flrtue that adorns the mind ! 

bid the Mtt/es, thine harmonious train. 
Who by thy aid erft humanized mankind, 
Inipire, dired, and moralize the ftrain, 

That doth eflay to teach thy treafures how to gain ! 

And Thou, whofe pious and maternal care. 
The fubftitute of heavenly Providence, 
With tendereft love my orphan life did rear, 
And train me up to manly ilrength and fenfe ; 
With mildeft awe, and virtuous influence, 
Diredting my unpraAis'd wayward feet 
To the Ihiooth walks of Truth and Innocence ; 
Where Happinefs heart-felt, Contentment fweet, 
Philofophy divine aye hold their bleft retreat ; 

[ou, moft belov'd, moll honour 'd, moft rcver'd ! 
Accejytthis verfe, to thy large merit due I 
And blame me not, if by each tye endear'd, 
Of nature, gratitude, and friendfhip true, 
The whiles this moral thefes I purfuc, 
And trace the plan of goodly ^ Nurture o'er, 

1 bring thy mode/l ^virtues into view ; 

And proudly boaft that from tly precious (lore, 
Which erft enrich'd my heart, I drew this facred lore. 

^ Nurture, Education, 



And 
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And thus, I ween, thus fliall I hejk repay 
The valued gifts, thy careful love beflowM ; 
If imitating Thee, well as I may, 
I labour to diffufe th* important good, 
'Till this great truth by all be underflood; 
** That all the pious duties which we owe, 
** Our parents, friends, our countiy, and our God;. 
** The feeds of every virtue here below, 
** From DifcipUne alone, and early Culture ^ grow. 
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CANTO L 

ARGUMENT. 

The Knighty at to ^ P^dIaV boufe 

He his young Jon cowveys^ 
Is Jiai J By C\J ST ovi ; 'with him Jtghts^ 

And his vain pride difmqys^ 

L 

A Gentle Knight there was, whofe noble deeds 
O'er Fairy Landhy Fame were blazon'd round : 
For warlike enterprize, and fage *> areeds, 
Apiong the chief alike was he renown'd; 

B Pasdia Is a Greek word, (igoifying .Education. 
^Areeds, coun&ls. 

Whence 
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Whence with the marks of higheft honours crowned 
By Gloriana, in domeftic peace, 
That port to which the wife are ever bound. 
He anchored was, ard chang'd the tofling fea« 

Of bufUing bufy life, for calm fequeftred eafe. 

II. 
There in domeflic virtue rich and great 
As erft in public, *mid his wide domain, 
Long in primasval patriarchal ftate. 
The lord, the judge, the father of the plain, 
He dwelt ; and with him, in the golden chain 
Of wedded filithry-link'd, a matron fage 
Aye dwelt ; fweet partner of his joy and pain, 
Sweet charmer of his youth, friend of his age, 

Skill'd to improve his blifs, his forrows to alRingc. 

III. 
FromThis fair union, not of fordid gain. 
But merit fimilar and mutual love, 
True fource of lineal virtue, fprung a train 
Of youths and virgins ; like the beauteous grove. 
Which round the temple of Olympic Jovcy 
Bigirt with youthful bloom the p parent tree, 
The /acred olive ; whence old Elis wove 

P Parent tree, xhtfacred o-ive.'] This tree grew in the Altis, orfacred 
grove of Olympic Jupiter at Olympia, having, as the Elcans pretended, 
been originaUy planted thereby Hercules. It w.is cftecmed facred, and 
from that were taken the Olympic crowns. See PaufaQias. Eliac. and 
the Differcatlon on the Olympic j^ames. 

Her 
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Her verdant crowns of peaceful vidlory, 

The * guerdons of bold ftrength, and fwift aiftivity. 

IV. ^. 
So round their noble parents goocUy rofe 

Th«fe -generous fcyons : they with watchful care 

Still, as the fweUing paffions 'gan difclofe 

The buds of fiiture virtues, did prepare 

With prudent culture the young flioots to rear: 

And aye in this endearing pious toil • 

They by a ' Palmer fage inftru6led were, 

Who from deep thought and fludious fearch.crewhile 

^ad learnt to mend the heart, and till the human foil. . 

V. 

For by coeleftial Wijdom whilom led 

Through all th' apartments of th* immortal mind. 
He view'd the fecret ftores, and mark'd the * fled, 
To judgment, wit, and memory affign'd; -^ 
And how fenfation and refledtion join'd 
To fill with images her darkfome grotu^ 
Where varioufly disjointed or combined, 
As reafon, fancy, or opinion wrought, 
Their various hiaiks they play'd, and fed her penfive thought. 

* 

\ Guerdons, rewards. , 

I 

I 

' Palmer, pilgrim. The Perfon here iignified is Mr. Locke, charac- 
terized hy his works. 

• Sted, place, ftation. 

Vol. iV. B VI. Alfe 
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* Alfc through the fields of Science had he ftray'd 
With eager fearch, and fent his piercing tyc 
Through each leamMy2'/&M/, ts^h, philrfoplncjbade^ 
Where Truth and Fzrtue erft were deem'd to lie; 
If haply the feii^vagrants he ^ mote fpy. 

Or hear the mui&c of their charming lo]?e : 
But all unable there to latisfy 
His curious foul, he turn'd him to explore 
The /acred writ of Faith; to learn, believe, adore* 

vn. 

Thence foe profeis'd of Faljbood and Deceit^ 
Thofe fly artificers of tyranny, 
» Aye holding up before uncertain feet 
His j^thful light, to Knowledge^ Liberty^ 
Mankmdheled, to Civil Policy^ 

lild Religion's charitable law. 
That, framM by Merry and Benignity^ 
The perfecuting fword forbids to draw, 
And free-created foxils with penal terrors awe. 

vin. 

T Ne with thefe glorious gifts elate and vain 
Lock'd he his wifdom up in churl ifh pride; 
But, (looping from his height, would even deign 
The feeble fleps of lrfan<y to guide, 

f Alfc, alfo, further. x Mote, might, 

• Ajrc, CTcr, 7 Nc, nor. 

Eternal 
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Eternal glory Him therefore betide ! 

' Let every generous youth his praife proclaim ! 

Who, wand'ring through the woiid's rude foreft wide, 

By him hath been y-taught his courfe to frame 

To Ftrtu^% ftveet abodes, and heav'n-afpiring Fame!. 

IX. 
For this the Fairy Knight with anxious thought. 

And fond paternal care his counfel pr^y'd; 

And him of gentleft courtefy befought 

His guidttice to vouchfafe and friendly aid ; 

The while his tender offspring he convey'd, 

Through devious paths to that fecure retreat, 

Where fage P^edia, with each tuneful maid, 

On a wide mount had fix*d her rural feat, 

*Mid flow*ry gardens plac*d, untrod by vulgar feet. 

X. 

And now forth -pacing with his blooming heir, "^ 

And that fame virtuous Painter them to guide; 
ArmM all to point, and on a courfer hk 
Y-mounted high, in military pride, 
I£s little train before he flow did ride* 
Him eke behind a gentle /quire * enfues. 
With his young krd aye marching fide by fide, 
Ms couflfellour and guard in goodly * thews, 
V/ho well had been brought up, and ntu^'d by every Mufe. 

2 ^nfues, fatUows. > Thews, manners. 

B 2 XI. Thus 
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Thus as their pleaiing jourjiey they purfued^ 

With cheerful argument beguiling pain, 

Ere long defcending from an hill they view'd 

Beneath their eyes out-flretch'd a ipacious plain. 

That fruitful fhew'd, and apt for every grain, 

for paftures, vines and flowVs; while Nature fair. 

Sweet -fmiling all around with count'nance** fiun, 

Seem'd to demand the tiller's art and care, 

Kcr wildnefs to corre6t, her lavifh walle repair* 

XII, 
Right good, I ween, and bounteous was the foil. 

Aye wont in happy feafon to repay 

With tenfold ufury the peafant*s toil^ 

But now 'twas ruin all, and wild decay ; 

JJntillM the garden and the fallow lay, 

Therfheep fliorhe down with barren^ brakes o'cr-grown ; 

The whiles the merry peafants fport and play. 

All as the public evil were unknown, 

Or every public care from every breaft was flown« 

xm. 

Aftonifh'd at a fcene at once fo fair 
And fo deform'd; with wonder and delight 
At man's negled, and Nature's bounty rare. 
In fludious thought awhile th$ Fairy Knight 

*> Fain, earned, cas^r. c brakes, briars, 

2 Bent 
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Bent on that goodly ^ lond his eager fight : 

Then forward rufli'd, impatient to defcry 

What towns and caftles therein were « empight ; 

For towns him feem'd, and caftles he did fpy, 

And to th* horizon round he ftretch'd his roaming eye. 

XIV. 
Nor long way had they travel! 'd, ere they came 

To a wide flream, that with tumultuous roar 

JEmongft rude rocks its winding eourfe did frame. 

Black was the wave and fordid, cover'd o'er 

With angry foam, and flain'd with infants gore. 

Thereto along th' unlovely margin ftood 

A birchen grove that, waving from the fliore, 

Aye caft upon the tide its falling bud, 

And with its bitter juice empoifon'd all the flood. 

XV, 

Right in the centre of the vale empight, 

Not diflant far a forked mountain rofe ; 
In outward form prefenting to the fight 
That fam'd Parnajpan hill, on whofe fair brows 
The l^ne Aonian Sifters wont repofe, 
Lift'ning to fweet Cajialia\ founding flream, 
Which through the plains of Cirrba murm'ring flowi* 
But This to That compar'd mote juftly feem 
Ne fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's efteem, 

* Lond, land. e Empight, placed., 

B 3 » XVI. For 
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XVI. 

For this nor founded deep, nor fpredden wide. 

Nor high up-raie'd above the level plain^ 
By toiling art through tedious years applied. 
From various parts compil'd with fhidious pain. 
Was ^ erft up-thrown ; if fo it mote attain, 
Like that poetic motrntainj to be s hight 
The noble feat of Learning's goodly train. 
Thereto, the more to captivate the fight, 
It like a garden fair moft curioufly was ^ dight* 

xvn. 

In figurM plots with leafy walls inclos'd, 

By meafure and by rule it was out-lay'd ; 

With fymmetry fo regular diiposM, 

That plot to plot flill anfwer'd, fhade to iliade ; 

Each correfpondent twain alike array'd 

With4ike embellifhments of plants and flow'rs, 

Offtatues, vafes, fpouting founts, that play'd 

Through fhells of Tritons their afcending ihowVs, 

And labyrinths involv'd and trelice-woven bow'rs. 

XVIII. 
There likewife mote be feen on every fide 

The yew obedient to the planter's will, 

And fhapely box of all their branching pride 

Ungently fhone, and with prepofterous Ikill 

f Erft, formerly. g Hight, called, named. 1» Dight, drcft. 

To 
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To various beafts and birds of fundiy quill 

Transform'd, and human fhapes of monftrou? fize; 

Huge as that giant-race, who, hill on hill 

High-heaping, fought with impious vain ' emprize, 

Defpite of thund'ring Jnyve^ to fcale the fteepy Ikies, 

XIX. 
Alfe other w^mders of the fportive fhears 

t'air Nature mif-adoming there were found; 

Globes, fpiral columns, pyramids and piers 

With fpouting urns and budding ftatues crowned ; 

And horizontal dials on the ground 

Jn living box by cunning artifts tracM ; 

And gallies trim, on no long voyage bound, 

But by their roots there ever anchor*d faft ; 

^ All were their bellying fails out-fpread to every blaft. 

XX, 
O'er all appedr'd the mountain's forked browt <- 

With terraiTes on terralTes up-thrown; 

And all along arranged in order 'd rows. 

And viftoes broad, the velvet Hopes adown 

The ever verdant trees oi Daphne fhone. 

But aliens to the clime, and brought of old 

From Latian plains, and Grecian Helicon^ 

They fhrunk and languifh'd in a foreign mold, 

By changeful fummers flarv'd, and pinch'd by winter's cold. 

t Emprizcy enterprize, tttempt. 

^ All> ufed frec[uently^y the old Engliih poeti for ihhoQgh. 

B 4 XXI. Amid 
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XXL 
Amid this verdant grove with folemn ftato. 

On golden thrones of antique form reelin'd, 

In mimic majefly Nine Virgins fate, 

In features various, as unlike in mind : 

Alfe boafted they themfelves of heav*nly kind. 

And to the fweet Pamaffuin Nymphs allied; 

Thence round their brqws the Delphic he^ they twin'd, 

And, matching with high name§ their apifh pride, 

0*er evfery learned fchool aye claiufi'd they tp prefidc* 

XXII. 
In antique garts, for modern they difdain*^, 

By Greek apd Roman artifts ^ whilom made, 

Ofvarious woofs, and varioufly diilain'd. 

With tints of every hue, were they arrayM ; 

And here and there ambitioufly difplay'd 

A purple flired of foipe rich robe, prepared 

Erft by the Mujes or th' Aoni(fn Maid, 

To deck great TuIUhs or the Mantuan Bard; 

Which o'er each motley veft with uncouth fplendor glared, 

XXXIU.. 
And well their outward veflure did exprefs 

The bent and habit of their inward mind, 

Affeding Wiidom's antiquated dreis, 

And ufagcs by Time caft far behind. 

1 Whilom, formerly. 

r 

Thenct, 



Thence, Vq the charms of younger Science blind. 

The cuftoms, laws, the learning, arts, and phrafe, 

Of their own countries they with fcorn declined; 

'Sc /acred Truth herfelf would they embrace, 

Unwarranted, unknown in their fore-fathers* days* 

XXlV. 
Thus ever backward caftjng their furvey ; 

To Romeh old ruins and the proves forlorn 

Df elder Athens^ which in pro^e^ lay 

Stretch'd out beneath the mountain, would they turn 

Their bufy fearch, and o'er the rubbifli mourn. 

Then gathering up, with fuperftitious care. 

Each little fcrap, however foul or torn, 

In grave harangues they boldly would declare. 

This Ennius^ Varro; This the Stagyrite did wear. 

XXV. 

Yet, under names of venerable found, 

While o'er the world they ilretch'd their aweful rod; 
Through all the provinces of Lea> mng own'd 
For teachers of whate'er is wife and good. 
Alfe from each region to their ™ drad abode 
Came youth unnumber'd, crowding all to taftc 
Thcjireams of Science; which united flow'd 
Adown the mounts from nine rich fources caft; 
And to the yale belpw in one rude torrent pals'd. 

>» Drad^ dreadful. 

XX\1. 0*er 
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XXVI. 

O'er evciy Iburoe, prote^belsof theftream. 

One of thofe Ftrgin ^ers did prefide; 

Whoy dignifying with her noble «<uw 

Her proper flood, aye pour'd into the tide 

The heady vapours ol JchokfiU pride 

Deipotical and alijet^t, bold and Uind, 

Fierce in debate, and forward to decide; 

Vain love of praile, with adulation joinM, 

KtA difingenuous fcom, and impotence of mind. 

XXVJI. 
Eaftending from the hill on every fide, 

In drcuit vafl, a verdant valley fpread ; 

Acrofs whofe uniform fiat bofom glide 

Ten thoufand flreams, in winding mazes led, 

By various fluices from one common head; 

A turbid mafs of waters, vaft, profound, 

Hight of Philology the lake ; and fed 

By that rude torrent, which with roaring found 

Came tumbling from the hill, and flow'd the level round, 

xxvm. 

And every where this fpacious valley o*er. 
Fail by each (beam was feea a numerous throng 
Of beardlefs ilriplings to the birch-crown'd fhore. 
By nurfes^ guardians, fathers dragg'd along : 
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Who helplefs, meek, and innocent of wrong, 

Were torn relu6tant from the tender fide 

Of their fond mothers, 2ivAhy ^ faltcurs ftrong, 

By pow'r made infolent, and hard by pride, 

Were driven with furious rage, and lafh'd into the tide. 

XXIX. 
On the rude bank with trembling feet they flood, 

And calling roimd their oft-reverted eyes, 

If haply they mote 'fcape the hated flood, 

Fill'd all the plain with lamentable cries ; 

But far away th' unheeding father flies, 

Conflrain'd his flrong compun£lions to reprels ; , 

While clofe behind, aflliming the difguife 

Of nurturing care, and finiling tendemefs, 

With fecrct fcourges arm'd thofe gncdy faitours prefs. 

XXX. 

As on the lleepy margin of a brook. 

When the young fim with flowery Maia rides, 
With innocent difinay a bleating flock 
Crowd back, ajflfrighted at the rolling tides : 
The fliepherd-fwain at firfl exhorting chides 
Their ® feely fear; at length impatient' grown. 
With his rude crook he wounds their tender fides ; 
And, all regardlefs of their piteous moan. 
Into the dafliing wave compels them furious down. 

n Faitour, doer, from fairc to do, and fait deed, commonly ufed by 
Spenfer in a bad fenfe. ^ Secly, iimple. 

4 XXXI. Thus, 
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XXXI. 
Thus, urgM by malt'ring Fear and dol'rous i* 7V^«, 

Into the current plung'd that infant crowd. 

Right piteous was the lpe6lacle, I ween. 

Of tender ftriplings ftain'd with tears and blood, 

Perforce confii^ling with the bitter flood; 

And labouring to attain the diftant fhore. 

Where holding forth the^^^uw oi manhood ^oo^ 

The Jiren Liberty ^ and ever-more 

Solicited their hearts with her inchanting lore, 

XXXII. 
Irkfome and long the palfage was, perplex'd 

With rugged rocks on which the raving tide. 

By fudden burfjs of angry tempefts vex'd, 
, Oft dafh'd the youth, whofe flrength mote ill abide 

With head up-lifrcd o'er the waves to ride. 

Whence many wearied ere they had o'er^paft 

The middle Hream (for they in vain have tried) 

Again returned i aftounded and aghall; 

Ne one regardful look would ever backward caft, 

XXXIIl. 
Some, of a rugged, more enduring frame. 

Their t'oilfome courfe with patient pain purfu'd; 

And though with m-iny a bruife and ^ muchel blame. 

Eft hanging on the rocks, and eft embru'd 

P Tccn, pain, grief. «1 Abounded, ailoniihed. ^ Muchsl, m\Kh. 

Deep 
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X)ccp in the muddy ftream, with hearts fobdu'd 
And quail'd by labour, gain'd the (horc at lafb, 
But in life's pradice • lear unlkill'd and rude, • 
Forth to th2Ltforieii hill they filent pac'd, 

Where hid in iludious fhades their fruitlefs hours they wafe, 

XXXIV. 
Others of rich and noble lineage bred, 
Though with the crowd to pafs the flood conflrain'd, 
Yet o'er the crags with fond indulgence led 
By hireling guides and in all depths fullain'd, 
Skimm'd lightly o'er the tide, undipt, unftain'd. 
Save with the fprinkling of the wat'ry Ipray : 
And aye their proud prerogative maintain'd. 
Of ignorance and eafe and wanton play, 

Soft harbingers of vice, and premature decay. 

XXXV. 
A few, alas how few ! by heav'n's high will 
With fubtile fpirits endow 'd and linews ftrong^ 
. *Albe fore** mated by the tempefts flirill, 
That bellow *d fierce and rife the rocks among. 
By their own nali've vigour borne along 
Cut bri(kly through the wa\'es ; and forces new 
Gathering from toil, and ardour from the throng 
Of rival youths, outilript the labouring crew. 

And to the true » ParJtaJfe^ and heav'n-thron'd glory, flew* 

s Lear,Jlcarning. t Albe, although. 

^ Mated^ amazed, fcare?". ^ ParnalTe, Parnaflljs, 

XXXVI. Dtfi 
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XXXVI. 
Dire was the tumult, and from eveiy fhore 
Difcordant echoes ftruck the deafened ear. 
Heart-thrilling cries, with lobs and J fingults fore 
Short-intemiptedy the imploring tear. 
And furious flripes, and angry threats fevere, 

. Confiis'dly mingled with the jarring found 
Of all the various fpeeches that * whilc-ere 
On Shinar*% wide-ipread champain did aflound 

High BabeP^ builders vain, and their proud works confound. 

XXXVIL 
31uch was the Knight empaffion'd at thefcene, 
But more his blooming fon, whofe tender breaft 
Empierced deep with fympathizing teen 
On his pale cheek the iigns of dread imprefs'd. 
And filled his eyca with tears, which fore diflrefs'd 
Up to his fire he rais'd in mournful wife ; 
Who with fweet fmiles paternal foon redrefs'd 
His troublous t&oughts, and clear'd each fad furmiie ; 

Then turns his ready fleed, and on his journey hies* 

xxxvm. 

But for he had not march'd ere he was ftay'd 
By a rude voice, that, like th' united found 
Of ihouting myriads, through the valley bray'd. 
And (hook the groves, the floods, and folid ground ; 

J SmgoltB^ figh». » While-crc, formerly. 

The 
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The diftaut hills rebellow'd all around* 
** Arreft, Sir Knight ^ it cried, thy fond career, 
** Nor with prefumptuous difobcdience wound 
** That awefiil majefiy which all revere ! 
^* In my commands, Sir Knight^ the voice of nations hear !** 

Q^ck turn'd the Knight, and fawupon the ^aio^ 
Advancing tbw'rds him with impetuous gate^ 
And vifage all inflam'd with fierce difdain, 
A monftrous Giant, on whofe brow elate 
Shone the bright enfign of imperial (late ; 
Albeit lawful kingdom he had none ; 
But laws and kingdoms wont he oft create^ 
And oft'times over both ered his throne. 

While fenates, prieils, and kings, his ^fov'raa fbeptie owm 

^ XL. 
Custom he hight ; and aye in every land 
Ufurp'd dominion with defpotic fway 
O'er all he holds ; and to his highcommai^ 
Conilrains ev'n fhibbom Nature to obey ; 
Whom difpoiTeffing oft, he doth aflay 
To govern in her right : and with a pace \ 
So foft and gentle doth he win his way, 
That fhe unwares is caught in his embrace, 

And tho' deflower'd and thrall'd nought feels her foul dif- 
grace« 

* Sov'ran, fci" Coverc^n. 

XLI. For 
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XLI. 

For nurturing, even from their tend'reft age, 

The docile fons of men withouten pain, 

By difciplines and rules to every ftage 

Of life accommodate, he doth them train 

Infenflbly to wear and hug hi»- chain. 

Alfe his behefts or gentle or fcvere, 

Or good or noxious, rational or vain. 

He craftily perfuades them to revere. 
As inflitutions fage, and venerable lear. 

XLII. 

Protedor therefore oi xhzt forked bill^ 

And mighty patron of thofe Sifters Nine^ 

Who there enthron'd, wih many a copious rill. 

Feed the full ftreams, that through the valley fhine. 

He deemed was ; and aye with rites divine, 

b Like^ thofe which Sparta s hardy race of yore 

Where wont perform at fell Diana's flirine. 

He doth conftrain his vaflals to adore 
Perforce their f^cred names, and learn their iacred lore. 

XLin. 
• And to the Fairy Knight now drawing near, 

With voice terrific and imperious mien, 

(All was he wont lefs drcadfiil to appear. 

When known, and pradifed than at diftance feen) 

And 

^ The Lacedemonians, in order to make their children hardy, and 
endure pain with conftancy and courage, were accuftomed to caufe them 
to be fcourged very fcverely. And 1 myfclf (fays Plutarch, in his Life 
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And Vingly ftretchmg forth his fceptrc iheen. 
Him he commandeth, upon threat'ned pain 
Of his diijpleafure high and vengeance keen. 
From his rehelHous purpofe to refrain, 
And all due honours pay to Learning's rev'rcnd train. 

XLIV. 
So faying^ and forcftalling all reply, 

His peremptory hand without delay, 

As one who little cared to juflify 

His princely will, long us'd to boundlefs fway. 

Upon the Fairy Touth with great difmay 

:In every quaking limb convuls'd he lay'd: 

And proudly flalking o'er the verdant •= lay, 

Him -to iho^Q Jiientificjireams convey'd, 

'With mapyhisyoungxomi:>eers therein to be** cmba}'M. 

XLV. 
The Knight h*s tender fon's diflrefsful* ftour . 
•Perceiving, fwift to his affiftancc flew : 
^'Ne vainly flay'd to deprecate that pow'r. 
Which from I'ubmiffion aye more haughty grew. 
For that proud Giant*s force he wifely kncv/, 
Not to he meanly dreaded, nor defy 'd 
With ralh prefumption ; and with courage true, 
Rather than ftep from Virtue's paths afidc, 

«*Oft had he fingly fcom'd his all-dilrnaying pride. 

-•fLycurgus) hare feen feveral of them endure whipping to death, at . 
.the foot of. the altar of Diana furnamed Orthia. 

c Lay, mead, ^ ^mbay'd, bathed, dipt. « Stour, troub]p> 

. misfortune, &c« 

Vol. IV. C XL\n[. Ami 
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XLVI, 

And now, difdaining parlc, his courier hot 
He fiercely prick'4, and couch'd his vengeful fpcar^ 
Wherc-with the Giant he fo rudely finot. 
That him perforce conftrain'd to ' wend arrear. 
Who, much abafh'd at fuch rebuke fevere. 
Yet his accullom'd pride recov'ring foon, 
Forth-withhis mafly fceptre 'gan up-rear ; 
For other warlike weapon he had none, 

Ne other him behoved to quell his boldefl g fone, 

XLVII. 
With that enormous mace the Fairy Knight 
So fore he »» bet, that all his armour bray'd. 
To pieces well-nigh riven with the might 
Of fo tempeftuous ftrokcs ; but He was ftay*d. 
And ever with deliberate valour weigh'd 
TheTudden changes of the doubtful fray ; 
From cautious prudence oft deriving aid. 
When force unequal did him hard aflky : 

So lightly from his fleed he leapt upon the lay, 

XLVIIL 
Then fwiftly drawing forth liis * trenchant blade. 
High o'er hia head he held his fcncelefs ihield j 
And warily fore-cafting to evade 
The Giant's furious arm, about him whcel'd 

f WcnJ arrear, move bacXwarJs. g Fone, foes. 

» Trenchant, cuitiBg. 



f WcnJ arrear, move bacXwarJs. 
^ Bet, beat ; bray 'J, rcfoundcd. 
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With refUds fieps aye traverfing the field. 
And ever as his foe's intemperate pride. 
Through rage defencelefs^ mote advantage yield. 
With his (harp fword fo oft he did him ^ gride. 

That his gold-iandalM feet in crimfon floods were dyed* 

XLIX. 
His bafer parts he maim'd with many a wound ; 
But far above his utmoft reach were ^ pight 
The forts of life : ne ever to confound 
With utter ruin, and aboliih quite 
A power fo puilTant by his Angle might 
Did he prefume to hope : Himfelf alone 
From lawleis force to free, in bloody fight 
He flood ; content to bow to Custom's throne. 

So Reason mote not blufh his fov'ran rule to own. 

So well he warded, and fo fiercely prefs'd 
His foe, that weaiy wex'd he of the fray ; 
Yet°^ nould he algates lower his haughty crefl ; 
But m^dking in contempt his fore difinay, 
DifdainfuUy rcleas'd the trembling prey, 
As brie unworthy of his princely care ; 
Then proiidly calling on the warlike ^/ay 
A fmile of fconi and pity, through the air 
*Gan blow his flirilling horn ; the blaft was heard afar* 

^ Grldr, cut, hack. 1 Pight, placed. n Nould he algttes, 

would not by any meant. ^ Fay, fairy. 

C a U. Efl- 
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u. 

Eftfoons aftonifli'd at th* alarming found, 

The fignal of dillrefs and hoflile wrongs 

Confiifedly trooping from all quarters round. 

Came pouring a*er the plain a numerous throng 

Of every fex and order, old and young; 

The vaflals of great Custom's wide domain, . . 

Who to his lore iniir'd by ufage long, 

His every fummons heard with plealiire fain. 

And felt his every wound with fympathetic pain. 

LII. 
They, when their bleeding king they did behold. 
And faw an armed Knight him {landing near. 
Attended by that Palmer fage and bold, 
Wiiofe vent'rous fearch of devious Truth while-erc 
Spread through the realms of Learning horrors drear, 
Y-feiz^d were at firft with terrors greal ; 
And in their boding hearts began to fear 
DifTention factious, controverfial hate. 

And innovations ftrange in Custjom's peaceful. ftatc.^.. 

"Llll/ 

r 

But when they faw the Knight his fauchon flieathc. 
And climbing to. his ileed march thence' away. 
With all his hoftile train, they 'gan to breathe 
With freer fpirit, and vfith afped gajr 
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Soon chaced the gathering clouds of black affray, 
Alfe their great monarch, cheared with the view 
Of myriads, who confefs his fov*ran fway, 
His ruffled pride began to plume anew ; 

And on his bugle clear a ilrain of triumph blew. 

LIV. 
There-at the multitude, that flood around, ' 

Sent up at once a univerfal roar 
Of boiflerous joy : the fudden-burfling found. 
Like the explofion of a warlike flore 
Of nitrouj grain, th' afHi6ted ° welkin tore. 
Then turning towards the Knight, with fcoffings lewd, 
Heart-piefckig infults, and revilings fore, 
Loud burfls of laughter vain, and hifTes rudej 

As through the thfong he pafs'd, his parting fleps purfued. 

LV. 
Alfe from that ^r^f^ biU^ the boafled feat 
Of fludioua Peace and mild Philofophy^ 
Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat, 
Muflering their rage ; eke baleful Infamy ^ 
Rou2*d from her den of bafe obfcurity 
By thofe fame Maidens Nine^ began to found 
Her brazen tnimp of black'ning obloquy : 
While Satire J with dark clouds encompafl round, 

Sharp, fecret arrows fliot, and aim'd his back to wovpid. 

•Welkin, Iky. 

' C 3 L\l. Bin 
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LVI. 

But the brave Fairy Knight, no whit difinay^cly 

Held on his peaceful journey o'er the plain ; 

With curious eye obfcrving, as he ftray'd 

Through the wide provinces of Custom's reign^ 

What mote afrefh admonifh him remain 

FaA by his virtuous purpofe ; ail around 

So many obje<^ mov'd his juil difdain, 

Him feem'd that nothing ferious, nothing found 
In city, village, bow'r, or cafUe mote be found 

LVII. 

In village, city, cafUe, bow'r, and hall. 

Each fex, each age, each order and degree, 

To vice and idle fport abandon'd all, 

Kept one perpetual general jubilee. 

Ne fuffer'd aught difturb their merry glee ; 

Ne fenfe of private lofs, ne public woes, 

Reftraint of bw. Religion's drad decree, 

Inteftine deiblation, foreign foes. 
Nor heav'n's tempefhious threats, nor earth's convulfive 
throws. 

Lvni. 

dut chiefly they whom Heav'n's difpofing hand 
Had feated high on Fortune's upper ibage. 
And plac'd within their call the facred band 
That waits on Nurture and Inilrudion fage. 
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If happy their wife p hefts mote them engage 

To climb through knowledge to more noble praife. 

And as they mount, enlighten every age 

With the bright influence of fair Virtue's rays, 

Whicfi from the aweful heights of Grandeur brighter blaze- 

LIX. 
They, O perverfe and bafe ingratitude ! 

Defpifing the great ends of Providence, 

For which above their mates they were endued 

With wealth, authority, and eminence, 

To the low fervices of brutal fenfe 

Abufed the means of pleafures more refined, 

Of knowledge, virtue, and beneficence ; 

And, fettering on her throne th' immortal mind, 
The guidance of her realm to paflions wild refigncd. 

LX. 

Hence thoughtlefs, fhamelefs, recklefs, fpiritlefs. 

Nought worthy of their kind did they aflay; 

But, or beniimb'd with palfied Idlenefs 

In meerly living loiterM life away ; 

Or by falfe tafte of pleafure led aftray, 

For-ever wand'ring in the fenfual bow'rs « 

Of feverifli Debauch, and luftful Play, 

Spent on ignoble toils their aftive poW'rs, 
And with untimely blafts difcas'd their vernal hours. 

I Hefts, behcfts, precepts, commands. 

C 4 . Ev'n 
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LXI. 
E\ *n they, to whom kind Nature did accord 
A frame more delicate, and purer mind, 
Though the foul brothel and the winc-ftain'd boards 
Of beaftly Comus loathing they declinM, 
Yet their foft hearts to idle joys refign'd ; 
Like-painted infects, through the fummer-air 
With random flight a}^ ranging unconfin'd ;. 
And tailing every flower and bloffom foir, 

Withouten any choice, withouten any care. 

LXII. 
For choice them needed none, who only fought 
With vain amufements to beguile the day ; 
And wherefore fliould they take or care or thought^ 
Whom Nature prompts, and Fortune calls to play J- 
•* Lords of the earth, be happy as ye may !" 
So learn'd, fo taught the leaders of mankind ^ 
Th' unreafoning vulgar willingly obey. 
And, leaving toil and poverty behind,, 

Ran forth by different ways the blifsful boon to find,. 

LXUL 
Nor tedfcus was the fearch ; for every where, 
As nigh great Custom's royal tow'rs the Knight 
Pafs'd through th* adjoining hamlets, mote he hear 
The merry voice of feftival Delight 
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Saluting the return of morning bright 
With matin-revels, by the mid-day hours 
Scarce ended ; and again with dewy night. 
In cover'd theatres, or leafy bow'rs, 
©fFering her evening-vows to Pkafunh joyous pow*ri*» 

LXIV- 

And ever oa the way mote he cfpy 

Men, women, children, a promifcuous throng 

Of rich, poor, wife aad fimple, low and high,. 

By land, by water, paffing -aye along 

With mummers, antics, mufic, dance and fong. 

To Pleafureh numerous temples,' that befide 

The glifteningjftreams, or tufted groves amop^^ 

To every idle foot flood open wide,. 

And every gay dcfire with various joys fuppKcd.: 

LXV. 
For there each heart with divers charms to m<5ve: 
The fly inchantrefs fummoned all her train : 
Alluring Fenus^ queen of vagntot love, 
The boon comp^mon Bacchus loud^and vaiuj 
And tricking Hermes^ god of fraudful gain. 
Who, when blind Fortune throws, directs the die^ 
And Fhcehus tuning his foft Lydian flrain . 
To wanton motions, and the lover's figh. 

And thought -beguiling fliew, and malkbg revcliy.^ 
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LXVI- 

Unmeet aflbciates there for noble youth. 

Who to true honour roeaneth to afpire : 

And for the works of virtue, &ith, and truth 

Would keep his manly faculties entire. 

The which avizing well, the cautious fire 

From that {ohjtreft landoi Pkafaunce vain. 

With timely hafle was minded to retire, 

4 Or ere the fweet contagion mote attain 
His fon's unpradtis'd heart, yet free from vicious (lain. 

LXVIL 

So turning from the beaten road alidc. 

Through many a devious path at length he paced. 

As that experienc'd Palmer did him guide, 

'Till to a mountain hoare they come at laft ; 

Ufrhofe high-raisM brows, with filvan honours graced, 

Majeflically frown'd upon the plain. 

And over all an aweful horrour cad; ; 

Seem'd as thofe villas gay it did difdain, 
Which fpaoglcd all the vale like Flora*z painted train^ 

LXVIIL 

Thp hill afcended ftrait, cre-while they came 

To a tall grove, whofe thick-embowVing (hade. 

Impervious to the fun's meridian flame, 

ILv'n. at midnoon a dubious twilight made ; 

\ Or ere, before* 

Like 
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Like to that fobcr light, which difartay'd 

Of ail its gorgeous robe, with blunted beam«. 

Through windows dim with holy a£ts pourtray*d|^ 

Along ibme cloifler'd abby faintly gleams, 

Abflra6ting the -rspi thought fxpm vaio earth-mufing 

them( 

LXIX. / 

Beneath this high o'er-arching cpnopy 

Of cluft'ring oaks, a filvan c<^0nnade. 

Aye lift*ning\^a the native iliclody 

Of birds fweet -echoing through the lonely (hade. 

On to the centre of the grove they flrayM; 

Which, in a Ipacious circle opening round. 

Within its flielt'ring arms fecurely laid, 

Difdos'd to fudden view a vale profound. 
With Nature's artlefs fmiles and tranquil beauties crown'd» 

LXX. 

There, on the bafis of an ancient pile,* 

Whofc crofs furmounted fpire o*erlook'd the wooc}^ 

A venerable Matron they ere-while 

Difcover'd have, befide a murm'ring flood 

Reclining in right fad and penfive mcod. 

Retii'd within her own abftraded breaft. 

She feem*d o'er various woes by turns to brood. 

The which her changing chear by tnms expreft. 
Now glowing with difdain, with grief now ' ovcr-keft. 

I Ovcr-kcft, for ovcr-caft. 

LXXI. Her 
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Lxxr. 

Her thus immers'd in anxious thought profound 
Whcn-as the Knight perceiv'd, he nearer drew ; 
To weet what bitter bale did her aflound. 
And whence th' occafion of her anguiOi grew. 
For that right noble Matron well he knew ; 
And many perils huge, and labours fore 
Had for her fake endur*d ; her vaflal true, 
Train'd in her love, and praifliced evermore 

Her honour to refpe^l, and reverence her lore, * 

LXXII. 
O deareft drad I he cried, fair rjlanii queen f 
Mother of heroes I emprefs of the main ! 
What means that ftormy brow of troubles teen ? 
• Sith heav*iQ-born Peace, with all her fmiling train 
Of fciences and arts, adorns thy reign 
With "Wealth and knowledge, fplendour and renown ? 
Each port how throng'd ! how fruitful every plain I 
riow blithe the country I and how gay the town ! 

^'^hile Liberty fecures and heightens every boon I 

LXXIII. 
Awakened from her trance of penfive woe 
By thefe feir flattering words, flie rais'd her head ; 
And bending on the Knight her frowning brow, 
Mock'ft thou my forrows, Fairy^s Son f flie faid 

* Sith, £nce. 



t. 



Or 
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Or IS thy judgment by thy heart mifled 
To deem that certain, which thy hopes fuggeft? 
To deem them full of life and ^ luflihead, 
Whofe cheeks in Hebe's vivid tints are drefl:. 
And with Jo/^s carelefs mien, and dimpled fmiles imppeil? 

LXXIV. . 

Thy unfuipeding heart how nobly good 

I know, how fanguine in thy countiy's cauie ! 
And marked thy virtue, fingly how it flood 
Th' aflaults of mighty Custom, which o'er-awct 
The faint and timorous mind, and oft withdraws 
From Reafdnh lore the ambitious and the vain 
By the fweet lure of popular applauie, ^ 

Againft their better knowledge, to maintain 
The lawlefs throne of Vice^ or Foll/% childifh reign* ■ 

LXXV, 

How vaft his influence ! how wide his fway ! 

Thy felf ere-while by proof didft underfbnd : 
Andfew'ft, as through his realms thou took'ft thy way; 
How Vice and FoU;^ had o*er-fpread the land. '• 

And can'fl thou then, Q Fairy^s Son^ demand 
The reafon of niy woe ? or hope to eafe 
The throbbings of my heart with fpeeches bland, 
And words more apt my forrows to increafe, 
The once dear names oi Wealthy and Liberty^ and Peaeef 

t Luftihcad, ftrong health, vigour. 

LXXVI. Peace^ 
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LXXVI. 
Peaety Wiottb, and Libirtyy that noblefl bo«ny 

Are bleffings only to the ixnje and good. 

To weak and vicious minds their worth unknown, 

And thence abufed but ferve to furnifh food 

For riot and debauch, and fire the blood 

With high-lpiced luxury; whence ftrifc, debate, 

Ambitbn, envy, Fa£tion*s viperous brood, 

Contempt of order, manners profligate; 

The fymptoms of a foul, difeafed, and bloated ftate. 

Lxxvn. 

Ev*n Wit and Genius^ with their learned train 
Of Arts and Mufes, though from heav*n above 
Defcended, when their talents they prophane 
To varniih folly, kindle wanton love. 
And aid excentric fceptic Pride to rove 
Beyond cakftial Trutb*% attradtive fphere. 
This moral J}ftem*s central fun^ aye prove 
To their fond votaries a curfe levcre. 
And only make mankind more obflinately err. 

Lxxvm. 

And ftand my fons herein from ccnfure clear? 
Have they couiider'd well, and underflood 
The ufe and import of thofe bleflings dear. 
Which the great Lord of Nature hath bcftow'd 



As 
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As well to prove, as to reward the good ? 

Whence are thefe torrents then, thefc biUowy leaf 

Of vice, in which, as in his proper flood. 

The fell Uviatban licentious plays. 

And upon ihip-wreck*d feith, and finking virtue prayr? 

LXXIX. 
To you, yeNoWe, Opulent, and Great! 

With friendly voice I call, and honeft zeal ! 

Upon your vital influences wait 

The health and fickniefs of the common-weal; 

The maladies you caule, yourfelves rouft heal. 

In vain to the unthinking hardenM crowd 

Will Trui6 and ReafoM make their jufl appeal; 

In vain will Jacred Wifdom cry aloud ; 

And Jujlice drench in vain her vengeful fword in blood* 

LXXX. 

With you muft reformation firft take place : 

You are the head, the intelle<^ual mind 
Of this vafl body poHtic ; whofe bale. 
And vulgar limbs, to drudgery confign'd, 
AH the rich (lores of Science ha){e refignM 
To You, that by the craftfinan^s various toil. 
The fea-wom mariner, and fweating hind. 
In peace and affluence maintain'd, the while 
You, for yourfelves and them, may drefs the mental fell. 



LXXXI. Be^ 
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LXXXI. 

Rethink you then, my children, of the truft 

In you repos'd ; ne let your heav'n-born mind 

"Confume in pleafure, or una6tive mil ; 

But nobly roufe you to the talk affign'd, 

The godlike talk to teach and mend mankind ;: 

Learn, that ye may iaftru6l: : to virtue lead 

Yourfelves the way : the herd will croud behind^ 

And gather precepts from each worthy deed : 

** Example is a leflbn^ that all men can read." 

LXXXII. 
But if (to All or Moft I do not ipeak) 

. In vain and fenfual habits now grown old. 

The ftrong Circaan charm you cannot break, 

,Nor rc-aflume at will your native » mould. 

Yet envy not the ftate, you could not hold^ 

And take compaffion on the rifing age r 

In them redeem your .errours manifold ; 

And, by due difcipline and nurture fage, 

ixL Virtue's lore betimes your docile fons engage. 

^XXXIII. 
You chiefly, who like me in fecret mourn 

The prevalence of Custom lewd and vain; 

.And you, who, though by the rude torrent borne 

JUnwillingly along you yield witli pain 

u JMould, Ihapc, form. 

Ta 
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^ his t>ehefts, and a£t what you difdaiiij 

Vet nourifh in your hearts the gctiVdus Icfvi 

Df piety arid truth; tlo mord reftraiil 

The mahly zeal ; But ill yduf* fincws mote 

*l*hc prcfent to tcdaim^ the future race improve 1 

LXXXIVi 
Eftfoons by y^nir joitit efforts fhall be ^lueUfd > 

Yon haughty Giant^ who fo proudly fVayft 

A fcfeptrc by repute alone upheld; 

Who where he cannot dictate ffrait dbeys. 

Accuflom'd to confbfm his flattering phraie 

« 

To numbers and h'igh-plac'd authority^ 
Your party he Will jbiri, ybur maiims praift^ 
And, di^i^ifig alter all his menial fryj 
Soon teaA the general toice your a£l to Atify* 

LXXXVi 

Ne for th* atchieveinent of this greit (imprizd • . 

The want of means dr ecruniel hiay ye dread ^ 

From my TwiK-DAVGriTERS* fruitfnl wombs fhall fiA 

*' A race of letter'd iages, deeply read 
In Learning's various writ : by whom y-lcd' 
Through cadh ivdl-cultuf 'd plot, each beauteous &&mf 
Where antique Wifitm Whilom Wofit to tread^ 
With mingled glee ahd profit may jre ro^e^ 

And cull each yimious plant, each tree of knowledge pfbve; 
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LXXXVI. 

Yourfelves with virtue thus and kngwledge fraught 

Of what, in ancient days of good or great 
Hiilorians, bards, philoibphers liave taught ; 
Join'd with whatever cHe of. modem date 
Maturer Judgement, fearch more accurate, 
DifcoverM have of Nature, Man, and God, 
May by new laws reform the time-worn ftatc 
Of cell-bred difcipline, and imoothe the road 
That leads thro' LiMrmfig*s vale to fVijiimt% bright abode. 

Lxxxvn. 

By you invited to her fecret bow'rs. 
Then fhall P^d!a reafcend her throne 
With vivid laurels £^, and fragrant fiow'rs; 
While from their forked mount defcending dowa 
Yon fupercilious pedant train fhall own 
Her empire paramount, ere long by Her 
Y-taught a leflbn in their fchools unknoim, 

« 

r •• To LeanuH^^ richeft treafurcs Xxi prefer 

' * The knowltdge of the world ^ and man*s great bufinefs iberK 

LXXXVIII. 
. On this prime fcicnce, as the feial end 

Of all her diicipline, and nurturing care. 

Her eye P^dia fixii^ aye fhall bend 

Her every thought and effort to prepare 



»» 



Her 
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lief tender pupils for the various wif, 
Which Vice and foiy (hall upon them wage^ 
As on the perilous march of life they fare. 
With prudent lore fore-arming eveiy age 
^Gainfl Pleafure^t treacherous joys ^ andPainh embattled tage« 

LXXXIX* . 

Then fhall my youthful fons, toWifdomlcd 

By fair example and ingetiuous praife. 
With willing feet the paths of Duty tread, 
ThtDUgh the world^s intricate or rugged wayd 
Conducted by Religion's fkcred rays, 
Whofe ibul-invigorating inSuenoe 
Shall purge ttieir minds from all impure aQay) 
Of ibrdid ielfifltnefs and brutal feilfe, 
And fwell th' ennobled heart with bhA behevolehce* 

XC* . . 

Then alfo fiiall tius emilemaiic pSe^ 

By magic whiioiti ftaihM to fympathi^ 
With all the fortunes of this changeifgl fflift^ 
Still as tfiy fons in fatne and virtue r^. 
Grow with their growth^ and to th* applauding ikies 
Jts radiant crofs up«lift ; the while to grace 
The mukiplying mch$s^ freih fupplies 
Of «n»ri^/Vi ihall fucceed, with equal pace 
Aye following their fires in vtrtue's ^orious raee. 
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FirM with th' idea of her future famCj 

She rofc itiajeftic from her lowly fled ; 

While from her vivid eyes a iparkling flamt 

Out-beaming/ with unwonted light o'crfpread 

""^Thkt monumental plU y and as her head' 

To tvtrykfroni Ihe tufn'd, difcover'd round 

The venerable forms of heroes dead j 

Who for their various merit erfl renown'd, 

In this bright fane of gloiy fhrines of honour found« 

XCII. 
Ofi /i&^ thit royal dame her ravifh*d eyes 

Would often feail : ^attid ever as ihe ij)y*d 

Forth from the ground the length* ningJiruBare rife 

With new'fiac*djlatues deck'd on evety fide, 

Her parent -bfeafi Would fwell with gen'rbus pride. 

Ana now \^hh Bci^ in that fequefler'd plain. 

The Knight awjiile confEraining to abide. 

She to the Feary Touth with pleafure fain 

Thoie/cuJ^tur^dchf^ did ihew, and their great lives explain ^0 

i&riafliiigt ejepldln,*\ Icknnoi for1>ear takIn(^occauon from tkeie word| 
to make niy acknowleclgments to the writers oCthe Biographia Britamucaf 
for the pleafure and profit I have lately received from peruling the two firft 
volumes of thu ufeful and entertaining work> of which the mmwkemtU 
JiruSure abovcrmentioned^ decorated with the ilatues of grtat and gtpi 
men> is no impTOper emblem. This work,which contains the lives of the mof^ 
eminent perjonsi viho hdw Jioutijhed in Great Britain and Ireland, from the 
earlieft ages down to the prejent time^ appears to me, as far as it has hitherta 
fSOftc, to he txectttcd with ^ttnifpititpgccuraey, zxxdijudgmenti and deiimres^ 



t 55 I 

in my oplnioDy to be encouraged \>j all, who have at heart the hofiovf 
of their country, and that of their particular families and friends ; and 
who, can any ways aiOil the ingenious and laborious authors, to render as 
perfeft as poffible, a defign fo apparently calculated to fervethe public, 
by fetting in the true][l and fulleft light the characters of perfons already 
generaJlj, though perhaps too indiftinftly known j and retrieving from 
obfcurity and oblivion examt)Ies of private and retired merit, whichf 
though lefs glaring and oftentatious than the former, are not, however| 
of a lefs extenlive or lefs beneficial influence. To thofe, who may hapr 
pcB not to have feen this repofitory of Brltl/h glory, I cannot give a 
]^tter idea of i\^ thai^ in the following lines pf f^irgil: 

Hie manus oh fatriam pugnando vulnera paffi; 
Quiqueytfr^^/^j cafti, duip vfta mar^ebatj / 

Quique pii 'vates & Fhc^ho digna locuti; 
Itpventas aut qui vltam cxcolu^re per artei\ 
Quiqueyi/ me77zores alios fecere mer^nJo. 

Virg. iEn, L. 6, 

The End of the First CAl^TO, 
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l^p ^V tn> ^9 iQ) i^B ^2 ss ^9 ^a ^s S9 op ^3 ^3 ^S ^9 !Bl <n» ^s cS 

P E N S H U R S T*. 

INSCRIBED TO 

WILLIAM P E R R Y, Efq; 

AND 

The Honourable Mrs. Elizabeth Perry \ 

By Mr. Francis CoventiyS 

GENIUS of Pcnlhurft oW! 
Who faw*fl: the birth of each immortal oak. 
Here facred from the flroke ; 
And all thy tenants of yon turrets bold, 

/ 

* Near Tanbridge* The name of this feat denotes its iltiiation to b^ 
5n a woody country, which is the extremity of the Weald of Kent j to 
which Mr. Waller has alluded, 

4 

£mbroider*d fo with flow'rs where fhe ftood. 
That it became a garden of a wood. 

In the reign of King Edward the Vlth, it was forfeited to the Crown 
by its former proprietor; and granted by that prince to Sir William 
Sidney, Lord Chamberlain of his Houihold. 

l> One of the co-hcircfles of the Sidney family, niece to the laft Earl 
of Leicefter, and married to William Perry Efqulre. 

c Reftor of Edgware, and author of the Adventures of Tompcy the 
Little. He djcd of the Imall-pox about the yc^r I759« 

In^ir'ft 
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Infpir'ft to arts or arms ; 
Where ^ Sidney his Arcadian landfcape drew, 
Genuine from thy Doric view ; 
And patriot ^ Algernon unfhaken rofe 
' Above infulting foes ; 
And Saccharifla ^ nursM her angel charms ; 
O fuffer me with fober tread 
To enter on thy holy ihade ; 
Bid finoothly-gliding Medway ftand^ 
And wave his fedgy trefles bland, 
A ftranger let him kindly greet, 
And pour his urn beneath my feet. 
And fee where Perry opes his door 
To land me on the focial floor ; 

^ Sir Philip Sidney. « Algernon Sidney. 

f Lady Dorothy Sidney, eldeft daughter of Robert Earl of Ceicefter. 
In the year 1639 fhe ^as married to Henry Lord Spencejr, created Earl 
of Sunderland by King Charles I. in whofe caufe, a little more than 
four years after his marriage, he was ilain at the battle of Newberry 
before he had compleated the 23d year of his age. She afterwards mar- 
.Tied Robert Smythe Efq. of Bounds in Kent; and, having funrived her 
firft lord about 40 years, ihe was buried in the fame yaulc with him at 
Brinton in Northampt«nihire, on the 25th of Feb. 1683. Mr. Fcnton 
obfenres, that the name Saccharifla, which Waller gave her, recalls to 
mind what is related of the Turks, who in their gallantries think 
Sucar Btrpara^ L e. bit of fug^r, to be the moft polite and endearin|; 
compliment they can aft to the ladies. 

D 4 Nor 
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!^pr does th^ heirefs of thefe fhades denjr 

Tfa bcn4 her bright majeilic eye, 

Wh^rp Beauty fhines, an& Ffiendihip wann« 

And Honour in a female form. 

With them iji aged grovps to walk, 

And lofe my thoughts in artlefs talk^ 

I ftiun the voice of Party loud, 

I fliun loofe Pleafurc's idle crowd. 

And monkiih academic cell, 

Where Science only feigns to dwell. 

And court, wiiere fpeckled Vanity 

Apes her tricks in tawdry die. 

And fhifts each hour her tinfel hue| 

Still fufbelow^ in follies new. 

Here Nature no diflprtio^ wears. 

Old Truth retains his filver hairSj 

And ChalUty her matron ftep, 

And purple Health hef rofy lip. 

Ah ! on the virgin's geptlp brow 

How Innocence deligl^ts to glow ! ] 

Unlike tl^ town^dame's haughty air^ 

The fcornfiil eye apd harlot -s ftare; 

But bending fnild the bafhful froat| 

As modeft Fear is ever wont : 

Shepherdeflcs fuch of old? 

Doric bards enamour'd told. 

While the pleas'd Arcadian vale 

£cho*d the enchanting tale* 

.... , - • ■• . • » 
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But chief of Virtue's lovely trauii 
/i penfiye exile on the plain , 
Np longer aftive now to wield 
Th' avenging fword, proteding (hield^ 
pere thoughtful -walking Liberty 
IjlemembeFs Britoas once wer« free^ 
With her would Nobles old converfe. 
And learn her dictates to rchcarfe, 
JEre yet they grew refin'd to hate 
The hofpitable rural feat, 
The fpacioi^s hall with tenants ftor'd. 
Where Mirth and Plenty crowned the board : 
Ere yet their Lares they foribok, 
And loft the genuine Britifh look^' 
The confcious brow of inward merit, 
The rough, unbending, martial fpirit. 
To pjinjf the .chain of Thraldom gayt * 

And court-idolatry to pay; 
To live in city liiioaks obfcure. 
Where morn ne'er wakes her breezes purCi 
Where darkeft midnight reigns at noon. 
And fogs eternal blot the fun. 

But come, the minutes flit away. 
And eager Fancy longs to ftray : 
Come, friendly Genius ! lead me round 
Thy iylvan haunts and magic groxmd; 
J^oint every fpot of hill or dale. 
And tell me, as wip tread the vale^ 

"Hero 
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•* Kcrc mighty Dudley once would rot^, 
•• To plan his triumphs in the grove : 
•* There bofer Waller, ever gay, 
**' With Sacchariifi in dalliance hyh 
** And Philip, fide-long yonder fpring, 
** His lavifli c<krols wont to fing/* 
Hark ! I hear the edioes call. 
Hark ! the rufhing waters Ml ; 
Lead me to the green retreats. 
Guide me to the Mufes* feats. 
Where ancient bards retirement choft. 
Or ancient lovers wept their woes. 
What Genius points to yonder ** oak ? 
What rapture does( my Ibul provoke } 



There 



S It wil^be fcarce wccfCavj to obfcrvei that this fcandal is totally 
fkfiitvte of truth. 

* An oak m Penfhurft-park, planted the day Sir Philip Sidney was 
ham, of wkkJi Ben Joni<m fpcaks in the following manner: 

That taller tree, which of a nnt was fet. 
At his great bnth^ where all the Mnfes met* 

Waller in Ms lines on Pcnfimrft^ fays, 

G<r, hey, and carve this paffion on the bark 
Of that <^d tree, wluch ftands the facred marL 
Of noble Sidney's hitth— — 

It 



C 59 } 

There let me hang a garland higl^ 
There let -my Mvip her ^cepts try; 
Be there my earliefl homage paid. 
Be there my latefl vigils made : 
For thou wafl planted in the c^th 
The Day that fhone on Sidney's birth. 
That happy time, that glorious day 
The Mufes came in concert gay ; 
With harps in tune, and ready &ng. 
The jolly Chorus tript along; 
In honour of th' aufpicious mom^ . 
To hail an infant genius bom : 
Next came the Fawns in order meet. 
The Satyrs. next with cloven feet. 

It has beea reported that this oak was cut down in 17689 by the late 
Algernon Sidney Efq. But another writer, Mr, Hafted, fpe^ks of it as 
yet ftanding* The following iafcription for it was written by Mr. 
Coventry: 

Stranger, kneel here ! to age due homage pay ! 
When great Eliza held Britannia's fway 
My growth began— the fame lUuftrlous mom, 
Joy to the hour ! faw gallant Sidney bom; 
Sidney, the darling of Arcadia's fwains ! 
Sidney, the terror of the martial plains I 
He pcriih'd early ; I juft flay behind 
An hundred years, and lo! my clefted rind. 
My wither'd boughs, foretell dei^ru£iion nigh ; 
We all are mortal; oaks and heroes die. 

3 ^ The 
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The Dryads fwift that roam the woods,' 
The Naiads green that fwim the floods'; 
Sylvanus left his filent cave, 
IViedway came dropping from the wave } 
Vertumnus led his bluihing fpoufe. 
And Ceres (hook her wheaten brows; 
And Mars with milder look was there. 
And laughing Venus gracM the rear. 
They joined their hands in feftive dance, 
And bade the imiling babe advance ; 
Each gave a gift ; Sylvanus laft 
OrdainM, when all the pomp was pafi^ 
Memorial meet, a tree to gro%v 
Which might to ftiture ages fliew, ' 
That on fcleft occafion rare, 
A troop of Gods affembled there : 
The Naiads water'd well the ground ; . 
And Flora twin'd a wood-bine round: 
The tree fpning fafl in hallow 'd earth, 
Co-aeval with th' illuflrious birth. 

Thus let my feet imwearied flray i 
Nor fatisfied with one furvey, 
When mom returns with doubtful light. 
And Phoebe pales her lamp of night. 
Still let me wander forth anew, 
And print my fbotfteps on the dew, 
What time the fwain with ruddy cheek 
Frepares to yoke his oxen meek. 



And 
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And early dreft in neat array *. • .^. • 
The milk-maid chanting flirill' her hf^ 
Comes abroad with milkuig pail; 
And the found of diitan^ fiaU 
Gives the ear ai rough gpod-morrpw, , 
And the lark from' out hjs, furrow 

4 - 

Soars upright on matin wingS|« ... 
And at the g^te of heaven iings^ > 

But when thje fun with fervid ray • 
Drives upwards to his noon of day-^ 
And couching oxen lay them down 
Beneath the beechen umbrage brown; ' 
Then let me wander in the hall. 
Round whole anti^ue-vifag'd waU 
Hangs the armour Britbns wore, „ _ • , 
Rudely caft in days of yore* 
Yon fword fome hero's arm might wield^ 
Red in the ranks of C/jalgrave\ field, . 
Where ever-glorious Hampden bled, r 
And Freedom tears of forrow fhed« 
Or in the gallery" lef me walk, 
Where living pidures feem to talk. 
Where Beauty finilea letenely fair, 
And Courag^ frowns with martial air- 
Though whilkers quaint the face difguile^ 
And habits odd to modem eyes. 
Behold what kings iil Britain reign'd, 
F|antjigeiieti^. with' blood difiai&'di . • \ 
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And valiant Tudor's haughty race, 
And Stuaft^s England's worft difgrace. 
The Norman firft, widi cruel frotvn. 
Proud of his new-ulurped cit>Wn, 
Begins the Kft ; and many mottj 
Stem heroes fohnM of rougheft ore. 
See vidor Henry there advance, 
Ev'n in his look'he conqtrers Frah(^^ 
And mnrdWr Rithard, jtiftly (lain 
By Richmond*^ fled on Bofworth J^ain 5 
See the tyrant of his ^iVes, 
Prodigal of faifcft lives *, 
And laureat Edward nnrsM in art>, 
Minerva fchooFd his kingly parts. 
But ah ! the melancholy Jane k, 
A fold top tender for a queen ! 
She finks beneath imperial fway, 
The dear-bought fceptre of a day ! 
And muft (he mount the fcafibid drear ? 
Hard-hearted Maty, learn to (pare ! 
Eliza next fidutes the eye ; 
Exalt the fon£; to Liberty, 
The Mufe repeats the facred nainei 
Eliza fills the voice of fune. 
From fhenee a baler age began. 
The royal ore pk)llmed ran, 

^ Hearr the VJUlUb ^ Xtatfy Unt Crey. 

•Till 
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'Till foreign Naflau's valiant hand 
Chac'd holy tyrants from the land : 
Downward frooi hence defcend apade 
To Brunfwic*s high, illuftrious race ; 
And fee the canvafs ipeaks them hrscvt^ 
An injured nation bom to fave, 
A6live in Freedom's righteous caufe. 
And confcions of a jufl applauie. 

But chicfiy pleasM, the curious <ye ' 
With nice difcemment loves to try 
The laboured wonders, paffing thought. 
Which warm Italian pencils wrought } 
Fables of love, and llories old. 
By Greek or Latin poets t6ld : 
How Jove committed many a rape. 
How young A^seon loll his ihape ; 
Or what celeftial pen-men writ, 
Or wliat the painter's genuine wit 
From Fancy's Hore-houfe could devi& ; 
Where Raphael claims the higheil prize* 
Madonas here decline the head, 
With fond maternal pleafure fed. 
Or lift their lucid eyes above. 
Where more is fcen than holy love. • 
There te^if^es {land difplay'd within^ 
And pillars in long order feen, 
Aod roo& ruih forward to the fight, 
Afid lamps affed a living light. 
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ftr lahmcapes dre the traveling eytf^ 
The clouds m aziire volumes fly^ 
The diftant trees diftinguilh'd rife. 
And hills look little in the ikiesi 

When day declines, and evening eoel 
Bicgins iter gentle, filent rule^ 
Again, as Faiilcy points the way. 
Benignant leadei:, let ^e ilray : 
And wilt thou, Genius, bripg. along 
(So fhall my Mufe exalt her fong) 
The Lord il^ho rules this am^^e fcenc^ 
His Confoft too with gracious mien, 
her little offspring prattling round. 
While Echo lifps their infant fpimd. 
And let Good-nature, born to pleafe^ 
tVait on our fleps^ and graceful Eafej 
Noif Mirth be wanting as we walk^ 
Nor Wit to feafon fober talk ^ 
Let gay Defcription too attend^ 
And Fable told with moral end, 
And Satire quick that comes by Health, 
And flowing Laughter, friend to Health* 
Meanwhile Attenti9n loves to mark 
The deer that crdp tl>e ihayen park^ 
The fteep-|)r6w'd hill, or foreft wild, 
The Hoping lawn^, and zephyrs mild^ 
The clouds that bluih with ev'ning red. 
Or fldtada with filver fouatakif &df 
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The fragf ance of the new-mown hay, 
And black -bird chanting on the fpray ; 
The calm farewel of parting light. 
And Ev'ning fad'ning into Night, 

Nor wearied yet my roving feet. 
Though Night comes on amain, retreat ; 
But ftill abroad I walk unfeen 
Along the flar-eolighten'd green ; 
Superior joys my foul invite, 
Lift, lift to heaven the dazzled fight, 
Lo, where the moon, enthroned on high, 
Sits fteady empreis of the Iky, 
Enticing nations to revere. 
And proudly vain of pagan fear ; 
Or where through clouds fhe travels iaft, 
And feems on journey bent in hafte. 
While thoufand hand-maid liars await. 
Attendant on their queen of ftate. 
•Tis now that in her high controul, 
Ambitious of a foreign rule. 
She flirs the Ocean to rebel. 
And fadious waters fond to fwell 
Quides to battle in her car, 
*Gainft her filler Earth to war. 
Thus let me mufc on things fublime. 
Above the flight of modem rhyme. 
And call the ibul of Newton down. 
Where it fits high on ilarry throne, 

Vol. IV^ £ Inventing 
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Inventing laws for worlds to come?. 
Or teaching comets how to roam : 
With him I'd leain of every liar, 
But four-ey'd Pedantrj'be far. 
And Ignorance in garb of Senfe, 
Widi terms of art to make pretence. 

Hail, happy foil I illuftrious earth ! 
Which gav'fl fo many heroes birth ; 
Which never wand'ring poet trod. 
But felt within th' infpiring God I 
In thefe tranfporting, folemn fhades, 
Firft I falute th' Aonian maids. 
Ah lead me, Genius, to thy haunts. 
Where Philomel at ev'ning chants. 
And as my oaten pipe refounds. 
Give mufic to the forming founds. 
A fimple (hepherd, yet unknown, 
Alpires to fnatch an ivy crown, 
On daring pinions bold to foar. 
Though here thy Waller fung before. 
And Jonfon dipt his learned pen. 
And Sidney pour'd his fancy-flowing flain. 
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TO THE 



Hon. WiLMOT Vaughani, in Wales. 



Y 



By the Same. 

'E diftant realms, that hold my friend 
Beneath a cold imgenial iky, 
Where laboring groves with weight of vapours bend, 
Or raving winds o'er barren mountains fly ; 
Reflore him quick to London's ibcial clime, 
Reftore him quick to friendihip, love and joy ; 

Be fwift, ye lazy fteeds of Time, 

Ye moments, all your fpeed employ. 

Behold November's glooms arife, 

Pale funs with fainter glory fliine. 
Dark gathering tempefts blacken in the ikies. 
And ihiv'ring woods their fickly leaves refign. 
Is this a time on Cambrian hills to roam, 
To court difeafe in Winter's baleful reign. 

To liften to th' Atlantic foam, 

While rocks repel the roaring main, 

. * Now Lord Lilburne. 

E J White 
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While horror fills the region vaft. 

Rheumatic tortures Eurus brings. 
Pregnant with agues flies the northern blafi:. 
And clouds drop quartans from their flagging wings. 
Dofl thou explore Sabrina*s fountful fource. 
Where huge Plinlimmon's hoary height afcends : 

Then downward mark her vagrant courfe, 

*Till mix'd with clouds the landfcape ends ? 

Dofl thou revere the hallow'd foil 

Where Druids old fepulchred lie ; 
Or up cold Snowden's craggy fummits toil. 
And mufc on ancient favage liberty ? 
Ill fuit luch walks with blea^ autumnal air. 
Say, can November yield the joys of May ? 

When Jove deforms the blafted year, 

Can Wallia boafl a chearful day ? 

The townexpeds thee.— Hark, around. 

Through every llreet of gay refort. 
New chariots rattle with awak'ning found, 
And crowd the levees, and befiege the coiyt. 
The patriot, kindling as his wars enfue. 
Now fires his foul with liberty and fame, 

Marfhals his tiireat'ning tropes anew. 

And gives his hoarded thunders aim. 

Now feats their abfent lords deplore, 

Negleded villas empty fland. 
Capacious Gro'venor gathers all its flore. 
And mighty London fwallows up the land. 
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See fportive Vanity her flights begin. 
See new-blown Folly*s plenteous harveft rife, - 
See mimic beauties dye their Ikin, 
And harlots roll their venal eyes, 
Fafliions are fet, and fops return, 
And young coquettes in arms appear ; 
Dreaming of conqueft, how their bofoms buni| 
Tricked in the new fantaftry of the year. 
Fly then away, nor fcorn to bear a part 
In this gay fcene of folly amply fpread : 
Follies well us'd refine the heart, 
And pleafures clear the fhidious head 
By grateful interchange of mirth 
The toils pf ftudy fweeter grow. 
As varying feafons recommend the earth, 
Nor does Apollo always bend his bow* 
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AN 



EPISTLE 



ADDRESSED TO 



Sir THOMAS H A N M E R°», 



On his Edition of ^ 



SHAKSPEARE's WORKS* 
By W I L L I A M C O L'L I N S. 

S I R, 

WHILE born to bring the Mufe's happier days, 
A patriot's hand proteds a poet's lays : 
While nurs'd by you flie fees her myrtles bloom, 
Green and unwither'd o'er his honour'd tomb : 

Excufc 

»» A ftatefman of diftinguiihed merit, and a polite writer. He was 
jdefcended from a very ancient family in North Wales, and was born 

ia 
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Excufe her doubts, if yet fhe fears to tell 
What fecret tranfports in her bofom fwell : 
With confcious awe fhe bears the critic's fame, 
And blufhing hides her wreath at Shakfpeare's name. 
Hard was the lot thofe injur'd flrains endur'd, 
Unown'd by Science, and by years obfcur'd : 
Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing lighs confefs'd 
A fixt defpair in every tuneful breaft. 
Not with more grief th' afflicted fwains appear, 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When ling'ring fh)fls the ruin'd feats invade 
Where Peace reforted, and the Graces play'd. 

in 1676. In the year 1712 he was chofen Speaker of the Houfe of 

• 

Commons^ and died in May, 1746, foon sfter the publication of his 
edition of Shakfpeare. Dr. Johnfon obferves that he was a man 
eminently qualified for fuch fludies as that which occasioned the pre- 
fcnt epiftle, ** He had (as the fame author remarks) what fs the firft 
** requifite to emendatory criticifm, that intuition by which the poet's 
" intention is immediately difcovered, and that dexterity of intelle^^ 
*' which difpatches its work by theealieft means. He had undoubtedly 
'* read much ; his acquaintance with cuftoms, opinions, and traditions, 
** feems to have been large ; and he is often learned without (hew. 
'* He feldom pafles what he does not underiland, without an attempt to 
<' find or to make a meaning, and fometimes haftily makes what a little 
** more attention would have found. He is folicitous to reduce to 
** grammar, what he could not be fure that his author intended to be 
•' grammatical. Shakfpeare regarded more the feries of ideas than of 
<* words ; and his language not being deiigned for the reader's defk, was 
*^ all that he defired it to be, if it conveyed his meaning to the au- 
** dience.'* Preface to Shakfpeare, p. 46. 

£ 4 Each 
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Each riiing art by ]vA gradation moves. 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves t 
The Mufe alone unequal dealt her rage. 
And grac'd with noblefl pomp her earliefl flage. 
Freferv'd through time, the fpeaking fcenes impart 
Each changeful wifh of Phaedra's tortur'd heart : 
Or paint the curfe that mark'd the ^ Theban*8 reign, 
A bed incefluous, and a father flain. 
With kind concern our pitying eyes o'erflow, 
Trace the ftd tale, and own another's woe. 

To Rome remov'd, with wit fecure to pleaie, 
The Comic fiflcrs kept their native eafe. 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander's art almoft excell'd ! 
But every Mufe effay'd to raife in vain 
Some labour'd rival of her Tragic flrain ; ' 

Ilyflus' Uurels, though transferr'd with toil, 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly foil. 
As Arts expir'd, refifllefs Dulnefs rofe ; 
Goths, Priefls, or Vandals,— all were Learning's foes, 
^Till ** Julius firft recall'd each exil'd maid, 
And Cofuio own'd them ip th' Etrurian fhade ! 
Then deeply Ikill'd in love's engaging theme, 
The foft Provencial pafs'd to Arno's ftream : 

n The Oedipus of Sophocles, 

P Julius II. the immediate predece^or of Leo X. 
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With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ftrung, 
Sweet flow'd the lays — but love was all he fung. 
The gay defcription could not fail to move ; 
For, led by nature, all are friends to love. 

But heaven, flill various in its works, decreed 
The perfed boafl of time fhould laftfucceed. 
The beauteous union muft appear at length. 
Of Tufcan fancy, and Athenian llrength : 
One greater Mufe Eliza's reign adorn, 
And ev*n a Shaki^are to her fame be born I 

Yet ah I fo bright her morning's opening ray, 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
No fecond growth the weftern ifle could bear, 
At once exhaufled with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonfon knew the critic's part ; 
Nature in him was almoft loft in art. 
Of fofter mold the gentle Fletcher came, • 

The next in order as the next in name. 
With pleas 'd attention 'midft his fcenes we find 
Each glowing thought, that warms the female mind ; 
Each melting figh, and every tender tear. 
The lover's wifhes and the virgin's fear. 
His P every Strain the Smiles and Graces own ; 
But flronger Shakfpeare felt for Man alone : 
prawn by his pen, our ruder pallions ft and 
Th' unrival'd pidtureof hi^ early hand. 

f Their cUara£ters arc thus diftinguilhed by Drydcn. 

With 
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4 With gradual ((eps, and flow, exa6ter France 
Saw Art*s fair empire o*er her fliores advance : 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew, 
Corre<^ly bold, and juft in all ftie drew. 
Till late Comeille, with ' Liican*s fpirit fir'd, 
Breath'd the free ftrain, as Rome and He infpir*d : 
And claffic judgement gain'd to fweet Racine 
Tbc temperate ftrength of Maro's challer line. 

But wilder far the Britifh laurel fpread. 
And wreaths lefs artful crown our poet*s head. 
Yet he alon^ to every fcene could give 
Th* hiflorian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad furprize, 
Majeftic forms of mighty monarchs rife. 
There Henry's trumpets fpread their loud alarms, 
And laurel'd conqueft waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh, 
Scarce bom to honours, and fo foon to die ! 
Yet iliall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 

S About the time of Shakfpeare, the poet Hardy was in great repute 
in France. He wrote, according to Fontenelle, fix hundred plays. The 
French poets after him applied themfclves in general to the correA im- 
provement of the ftage, which was almoft totally difregarded by thofe of 
our own country, Jonfon excepted. 

' The favourite author of the elder Comeille. 

The 
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The time • Iball come, when Glo'fter^s heart fliall bleed 

In life's laft hours, with horror of the deed: 

When dreary vifions fhall at laft prefent 

Thy vengeful image in thy midnight tent. 

Thy hand unfeen the fecret death fhall bear. 

Blunt the weak Iword, and break th' oppreflive fpear. 

Where'er we turn, by Fancy charm'd, we find 
Some fweet illufion of the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, Ihe calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
Where fwains contented own the quiet fcene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Drefs'd by her hand the Woods and Vallies finile. 
And Spring diifufive decks th* inchanted ijk. 

O more than all in pow'rfiil genius bleft, 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breaft ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart Ihall feel, 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 
There every thought the poet's warmth may raife, 
There native mufic dwells in all the lays. 
O might fome verfe with happiefl: Ikill perfuade 
Expreffive Pidhire to adopt thine aid ! 
What wond'rous draughts might rife from every page ! 
What other Raphaels charm a diftant age ' 

8 Tempus erit Turno, magno cum optavcrit emptum 
Intadlum PaUanta^ &c. 

i. Methinks 
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Methinks ev'n now I view fome free defiga. 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line : 
Chafte and fubdu'd the modefl lights decay. 
Steal into fhades, and mildly melt away. 
—And fee, where ^ Antony in tears approved, 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov*d : 
O'er the cold corfe the warrior feems to bend : 
Deep funk in grief, and moiuns his murder'd friend ! 
Still as they prefs, he calls on all around. 
Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding woimd. 

But ^ who is he, whofe brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air ? 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel. 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging fteel. 
Yet fhall not War's infatiate fiiry fall 
(So heav'n ordains it) on the deftin'd wall. 
See the fohd mother *niidft the plaintive train 
Hung on his knees, and proftrate on the plain ! 
TouchM to the foul, in vain he flrivcs to hide 
The fon's affedlion, in the Roman's pride ; 
O'er all the man confliding paffions rife. 
Rage graips the fword, while Pity melts the eyes. 

Thus, gen'rous Critic, as thy Bard infpires. 
The lifter Art^ fhall nurfe their drooping fires ; 

tSee the Tragedy of Julius Caefar. 

« Coriolanus* See Mr. Spence*s dialogue on the Odyflcy. 
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Each from his fccncs her ftores alternate brmg. 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal firing; 
Thofe Sybil-leaves, the fport of every wind, 
(For poets ever were a carelefs kind) 
By thee difpos'd, no farther toil demand. 
But, jufl to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So fpread o'er Greece, th* harmonious whole unknown, 
Ev*n Homer's numbers charm'd by parts alone. 
Their own Ulyfles fcarce had wander'd more. 
By. winds and water cafl on every fhore : 
When rais'd by Fate, fome former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundlefs mind : 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



A SONG 
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A S O N 

FROM 

SHAKSPEARE's CYMBELINE. 

Sung by GuiDERUs and Aviragus over 
FiDELE^ fuppofed to be dead. 

* • Sy the Same. 

I. 

TO fair Fidele's grafly tomb 
Soft maids and village hinds Ihall bring 
Eachop'ning fweet, of earliefl bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

II. 
No wailing ghoftihall dare appear 

To vex with fhrieks this quiet grove : 
But ihepherd lads aflemble here. 
And xndting virgins own their love. 

in. No 
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HI. 

No withered witch (hall here be feen, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 
The female fays fhall haunt the green, 
And drefs thy grave with pearly dew ! 

IV. 
The red-breaft oft at ev'ning hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid : 
With hoary mofs, and gathered flow*r«. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid, 

V. 
When howling winds, and beating ram, 

* In tempefts fhake the fylvan cell. 
Or 'midft the chace on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee fhall dwell* 

VI. 
Each lonely fcene ftiall the reftore, 
For thee the tear be duly flied : 
Belov'd, *till life could charm no more, 
And moum'd. till Pity's felf be dead. 
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To Mifs DASHWOOD. 

I 

In the Manner of Ovid. 

By Mr. Hammond*. 

OS AY, thou dear pofTeffor oiF my breaft, 
Where now*8 my boafted liberty and reft I 
Where thfi gay moments which I once have known ! 
O where that heart I fondly thought my own ! 

From 

> This gentleman) fays Dr. Johnfony was the fecond Ton of Anthony 
Hammondy a man of note among the wits, poets, and parliamentary 
orators in the beginning of this century, who was allied to Sir Robert 
Walpole hj marrying his lifter. He was born about 17 10, and 
educated at Wcftminfier-fchool ; but It does not appear that he was of 
any onWcriicy. He was equerry to the Prince of Wales, and feems ta 
KaTC come very early into publick notice, and to have been diftinguiihed 
W thofe whofe patronage and friendlhip prejudiced mankind at that 
* in favour of tho(e on whom they were beftowed ; for he was the 

companion 
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From place to place I folitary roam, 
Abroad uiieafy, not content at home. 
I fcom the beauties common eyes adore, 
The more I view them, feel thy worth the more; 
UnmovM I hear them ipeak, or fee them fair^ 
And only think on thee — who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal fuccour lend. 
Nor wit, nor wifdom, can relieve their friend; 
Wit can't deceive the pain I now endure, 
And wifdom fhews the ill without the cure. 
When from thy fight I wafte the tedious day, 
A thouiand fchemes I form, and things to fay ; 
But when thy prefence gives the time I feek. 
My Heart 's fo full, I wifh, but cannot fpeak. 
And could I fpeak with eloquence and eafe, 
'Till now not tedious of the art to pleafe, . 

Gould I, at woman, who fo oft exclaim, 
Expofe (nor blufh) thy triumph and my fliamc, 

companion of Cobham, Lyttelton, and Chef^erfield. He is faid to hare 
divided his life between pleaTare and books, in his retirement forgetting 
the town, and in his gaiety loiing the ftadent. Of his literary honrs. 
The Love Elegies and the prefent Poem are the moft material. In 1741 he 
was chofen into Parliament for Truro in Cornwall j being probably one of 
thofe who were elected by the Prince's Influence ; and died next year in 
June, at Stowe, the famous feat of the Lord Cobham. His miflrefs, 
the lady to whom this Elegy is addrelTed, long om-lived him, and in 
1779 died unmarried. The chara£^er which her lover bequeathed hex 
was indeed not likely to attraA courtfhip. 

Vol. IV. F Abjur* 



C 9* ] 

Abjure thofe maxims I fp lately prizM^ 
And court that fex I foolifhly defpisM, 
Own thou haft foften'd my obdurate mind, 
And thou reveng'd the wrongs of womankind } 
Loft were my words, and fruitlefs all my pain^ 
In vain to tell thee all I write in vain } 
My humble fighs fhall only reach thy ears. 
And all my eloquence fhall be my tears. 

And now (for more I never muft pretend) 
Hear me not as thy lover, but thy friend; 
Thoulands will fain thy little heart enfnare 
(For without danger none like thee are fair;) 
But wifely chufe who beft deferves thy flame, 
So fhall the choice itfblf become thy fame : 
Nor yet defpife, though void of winning art. 
The plain and honeft courtfhip of the heart ; 
The flSlful tongue in love's perfuafive lore. 
Though leis it feels | will pleafe and flatter more^ 
And meanly learned in that guilty trade 
Can long abufe a fond, imthinking maid* 
And fince their lips, fb knowing to deceive, 
Thy unexperiencM youth might foon believe, 
And flnce their tears in falfe fubmiffion dreft 
Might thaw the icy coldnefs of thy breaft, 
1 fliut thine eyes to fuch deceitful woe; 
Caught by the beauty of thy butward fhow, 
Like me they do not love, whatever they feem. 
Like me— -with paffion founded on eftecm. 

ANSWER 
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ANSWER TO tHE FOREGOING LINES. 

By Loib HERVEYi 

TO O well thefe lines that htkl truth declare. 
Which long IVe known, yet now i bluih to hear« 
But fay, what hopes thy fond ilUfated love^ 
What can it hope, though mutual it (liould prove ? 
This little form is fair in vain for you, 
In vain for me thy honeil heart is true ; 
For would'ft thou ^x diihonour on my name, 
And give me up to penitence and fhame ? 
Or gild my ruin with the name of wife. 
And make me a poor virtuous wretch for life? 
Could'ft thou fubihit to wear the marriage chain, 
(Too fure a cure for all thy prefent pain) 
No faffron robe for us the godhead wears. 
His torch inverted, and his face in tears* 
Though every fofter wifh were amply crown'd. 
Love foon would ceafe to imile where Fortune fix)wn*d : 
Then would thy foul my fond confent deplore, 
And blame what it folicited before ; 
Thy own exhaufted would reproach ray truth. 
And fay I had undone thy blinded youth ; 

Fa That 
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1 hat I had dampM Ambition's nobler flame, 
Eclips'd thy talents, and obfcur'd thy fame; 
To madrigals and odes that wit confin'd, 
That would in fenates or in courts have fhin'd, 
Glorioufly adlive in thy country's caufe, 
Ailerting freedom, and enadting laws. 
Or fay, at befl, that negatively kind 
You only moum'd, and filently repin'd ; 
The jealous dasmons in my own fond breaft 
Would all thefe thoughts incefTantly fuggelt. 
And all that fenfe mufl feel, though pity had fupprefl« 
Yet added grief my apprehenfion fills 
(If there can be addition to thole ills) 
When they (hall cry, whofe harfh reproof I dread, 
** 'Twas thy own deed, thy folly on thy head!" 
Age knows not to allow for thoughtlefs youth. 
Nor pfties tendemefs, nor honours truth ; 
Holds it romantic to confcfs a heart, * 
And fays thofe virgins adt a wifer part. 
Who hofpitals and bedlams would explore 
To find the rich, and only dread the poor j 
Who legal proflitutes, for int'reft fake, 
Clodios and Timons to their bofoms take. 
And, if avenging heav'n permit increafe. 
People the world with folly and difeafe, 
Thofe titles, deeds, and rent-rolls only wed, 
Whilfl the befl: bidder mounts the venal bed, 

6 And 
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And the grave aunt and formal fire approve 
•fhis nuptual fale, this" audion of their love. 
But if regard to worth or fenfe be fliown, 
This poor degenerate child her friends difown, 
Who dares to deviate by a virtuous choice 
From her great name's hereditary vice. 

Thefe fcenes my prudence uftiers to my mind, 
Of all the ftorms and quickfands I miift find. 
If I embark upon this fummer fea, 
Where Flatt'ry fmooths, and Pleafure gilds the way. 
Had our ill fate ne'er blown thy dang'rous flar»e 
Beyond the limits of a friend's cold name, 
I might upon that fcore thy heart receive, 
And with that guiltlefs name my own deceive, 
That commerce now in vain you recommend, 
I dread the latent lover in the friend ; . , 

Of ignorance I want the poor excufe,. 
And know, I both muft take, or both refufe. 

Hear then the fafe, the firm refolve I make, 
Ne'er to encourage one I muft forfake. 
Whilft other maids a ftiamelefs path purfue. 
Neither to int'reft, nor to honour true. 
And, proud to fwell the triumph of their eyes, 
Exult in love from lovers they defpjfc ; 
Their maxims all reversM I mean to prove. 
And though I like the lover, quit the love. 
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EPISTLEvS IN THE Manner. OF OVIP^ 

MONIMIA to PHJLQCLES*. 

By the 8AME. 

SINCE language nfever Can d^fcribe my pain. 
How can I hope to move when I complain ? 
But fuch is woman's frenzy in difl^efs, 
Wc love to plead, though hopelefs of redrefs. 

Pcrhap, aflfe6ltng ignorance^ thoult fay, 
Frojn whence thefe lines ? whofe meflage to convey f 
Mock not nny grief with th^t feignM cold demand, 
Too wdl you know the haplefs writer's hand : 
But if you force me tb avow my (hame, 
Behold it prefac'd with Monimia's name. 

Loft to the world, abandoned and forlorn, 
Expos 'd to infamy,' reproach ^nd fcorn, 
To mirth and comfort Ipft, and all for you. 
Yet loft, perhaps,, ' to your remembrance too. 
How hard my tet ! what refuge can 1 try, 
Weary of life, and yet afraid to die I 

* This Epiftle, wkich IVftp. Walf>ok feys U tke beft of Lord Hervey'4 
Poems, was defigned for Mifs Sophia Howe^ Makl of Ilonqur, to the 
Honourable Antony Lq wther. "^ 

Of 
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Of hope, the wretches laft refort, bereft, 

By friend?, by kindred, by my lovet, left ! 

Oh! frail dependence of confiding fools I 

Op lovers oaths, or friendfhip's facred rules, 

How weak in modern hearts, too late I find, 

Monimia's fall'ir, and Philocles unkind ! 

To thefe refle6tion8, each flow wearing day, 

And each revolving night a conftant prey, 

Think what I fuffer, nor ungentle hear 

What madnefs didates in my fond defpair; 

Grudge not this fhort relief, (too faft it flies) 

Nor chide that weaknefs I myfelf deipife. 

One moment fure may be at leaft her due. 

Who facrific'd her all of life for you. 

Without a frown this farewel then receive. 

For 'tis the laft my haplefs love fhall give ; 

Nor this I would, if reafon could command : 

But what reftri6tion reins a lover's hand? 

Nor prudence, Ihame, nor pride, nor int'reft fways, 

The hand implicitly the heart obeys : 

Too well this maxim has my conduct fhewn. 

Too well that condu6l to the world is known. 

Oft have I writ, and often to the flame 
Condemned this after-witnefs of my fhame ; 
Oft in my cooler recollected thought, 
Thy beauties, and my fondnefs half forgot. 
(How (hort thofe intervals for reafon's aid ! ) 
Thus to myfelf in anguifh have I faid. 

F 4 Thy 
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Thy vain remonftrance, foolifh maid, give o!er^ 
Who a6t the wrong, can ne'er that wrong deplore. 
Then fanguine hopes again delufive reign, 
I form'd thee melting, as I tell my pain* 
If not of rock thy flinty heart is made. 
Nor tigers nursM thee in the defart fhade, 
Let me at leafl thy cold companion prove, 
That flender fuftenance of greedy love; 
Though no return my warmer wifhes find. 
Be to the wretch, though not the mifbefe, Idndj 
Nor whilft I pourt my melancholy flate. 
Forget *twas love, and thee, that wrought my fete. 
Without reftraint habituate to range 
The paths of pleafure, can I bear this change ? 
Doom'd from the world unwilling to retire. 
In bloom of life, and warm with young defire, 
In lieu 6f roofs with regal iplendor gay, 
Condemn'd in diftant wilds to drag the day; 
Where beads of prey maintain their favage court, 
Or human brutes (the worft of brutes) refort. 
Yes, yes, the change I could unfighing fee. 
For none I mourn, but what I find in thee, 
There center all my woes, thy heart eftrang'd, 
I weep my lover, not my fortune, chang'd ; 
Blefs'd with thy prefence, I could all forget, 
Nor gilded palaces in huts regret. 
But exii'd thence, fuperfluous is the reft. 
Each place the fame, my hell is in my breafl ; 

To 
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To picture dead^ and living but to pain. 
My only lenfe to fuffery and complain. 

As all my wrongs diflrefsful I repeat, 
Say, can thy pulie with equal cadence beat ? 
Canfi: thou know peace? b confcience mutp within? 
That upright delegate for fecriet fm : 
la nature fo extinguifh'd in thy heart. 
That not on^ fpark remains to take my part ? 
Not one repentant throb, one grateful figh ? 
Thy breaft unruffled, and unwet thy eye ? 
Thou cool betrayer, temperate in ill ! 
Thou nor remorfe, nor thought humane canfl: feel : 
Nature has fprm'd thee of the rougher kind. 
And education more debas'd thy mind, 
Bom in an age when guilt and fraud prevail. 
When Juflice fleeps, and Int'reft holfis the fcalc ; 
Thy loofe companions, a licentious crew, 
Mofl: to each other^ all to \\s untrue. 
Whom chance, or habit mix, but rarely choice, 
Nor leagu'd in friendfliip, but in focial vice. 
Who indigent of honour, or of fliame. 
Glory in crimes which others blufh to name ; 
By right or wrong difdaining to be mov'd, 
Unprinc^led, unloving, and unlov'd. 
The fair who tnifls their proflituted vows, 
If not their falfhood, ftill their boafls expole ; 
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Nor knows the wHefl: to elude the harm, 

Ev'n flie wkofe prudence fliuns the finfcl charm. 

They know to llander, though they fail to warm; 

They make her langu^lh in fi6titiou8 fiaine, 

Aifix fonic fpccious llander on her name, 

And, baffled by her virtue, triumph o'er her fame, 

Thcfe are the leaders of thy blinded youth, 
Thefe vile feducers laugh'd thee out of truth j 
Whofe fcurril jefts all folemn ties profane, 
Or Friendihip*s band, or Hymen*s (acred chain n 
Morality as weaknefe they upbraid, 
Nor ev*n revere Religion's hallow'd head ; 
Alike they fpum divine and human laws. 
And treat the honeft like the chriftian caufc, 
Curfe on that tongue whofe vile pernicious art 
Delight* the ear but to corrupt the heart. 
That takes advantage of the chearful hour. 
When weaken'd Virtue bends to Nature's power, 
And would the goodnefs of the foul efface, • 
To fubftitute difhonour in her place. 

With fuch you lofe the day in falfe delights. 
In lewd debauch y©u revel out the nights, 
(O fatal commerce to Monimia*s peace I ) 
Their arguments convince becaufe they pleafe ; 
While fophiftry for reafon they admit, 
/Liid wander dazzled by the glare of wit, 
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Wit that on ill a {pecious luftre throws, 

And in fklfe colours CTcry objeft fhows, 

That gilds the wrong, depreciating the right, 

And hurts the judgment, while it fcafts the fight ; 

So xii a prilm to the deluded eye 

Each pidhir'd trifle takes a rainbow dye, 

With borrow*d charms the fhining profpeft glcfws. 

And truth reversM the faithlefs mirror fhows, 

Inverted fc^es in bright confiifion lie, 

The lawns impending o'er the nether Iky; 

No juft, no real images we meet, 

put all the gaudy vifion is deceit. 

Oft I revolve in this diflradled mind 
Each word, each look, that fpoke my charmer kind; 
But oh ! how dear their memory I pay ! 
What pleafures paft can prefent cares allay ? 
Of all I love for ever difpoiTeis'd : 
Ah ! what avails to think I once was blefs'd ? 
Hard difpofition of unequal fate ! 
Mix'd are our joys, and tranfient arc their date; 
Nor can reflexion bring them back again, 
Yet brings an after-fting to every pain. 

Thy fatal, letters, oh immoral youth, 
Thofe perjur'd pledges of fidtitious truth. 
Dear as they were no ieccwid joy afford, 
My cred'lous heart once leap'd at every word. 
My glowing bofom throbb'd with thick-heav'd figlis. 
And floods of rapture gu|li'd into my eyes : 

When 
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When now repeated (ibr thy theft was vain. 
Each treafur'd fyllable my thoughts retain) 
Far other pa^ns rule, and different care. 
My joys and grief, my tranfport and defpair. 

Why doft thou mock the ties of conftant love? 
But half its joys the faithlefs ever prove,. 
They oaly tafte the pleafures they receive. 
When fure the nobleft is in thofe we give. 
Acceptance is the heav'n which mortals know j 
But 'tis the blifs of angels to beflow. 
Oh! emulate, my love, that talk divine. 
Be thou that angel, and that heav'n be mine. 
Yet, yet relent, yet intercept my fate : 
Alas ! I rave, and fue for new deceit. 
As foon the dead fhall from the grave rcLum, 
As love extinguifh'd with new ardor burn. 
Oh ! that I dar'd to ad a Roman part. 
And (lab thy image in this faithful heart. 
Where riveted for life fecure you reign, 
A cruel inmate, author of my pain : 
But coward -like irrelblute I wait 
Time's tardy aid, nor dare to rufli on fate ; 
Perhaps may linger on life's lateft ftage, 
Survive thy cruelties, and fall by age : 
No— grief fhall fwcU my fails, and fpeed me o'er 
(Defpair my pilot) to that quiet fliore 
Where I can truft, and thou betray no more. 
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Might I but once again behold thy charms, 

Might I but breathe my lafl m thofe dear arms. 

On that lov'd face but fix my doling eye, 

Permitted where I might not live to die. 

My foften'd f^ite I would accufe no more ; 

But fate has no fuch happinefs in ftore. 

'Tis pail, *tif done — ^what gleam of hope behind, 

When I can ne'er be falfe, nor thou be kind? 

Why then this care ? — *tis weak— 'tis vain— farewell— - 

At that laft word what agonies I feel ! 

I feint — I die — remember I was true—* 

'Tis all I aik — eternally-^adicu ! — 
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FLORA TO POMPEY. 

Bt the sake. 

Pompey, nuhen he vcas *veiy youngs fill in love ivith Flora, a 
Roman courtizariy ivfja ivasjb very beautiful that the Romai)A 
bad her painted to adorn the temple of Caftor and PoIlilX. 
Geminius (Pompey^sfiiend) a/tefwards fell in love vntb her 
too; hut Jhe^ prepojipd 'with a pajfion for Pompcy, Vioyid 
not liften to Geminius. Pompey, in compaffion to his friend j 
yielded him bis mijlrefsy which Flora took Jo much U hearty 
that Jhe fell dangerovjly ill upon it ; and in thatfcknefs is fup^ 
pofed to 'Lvri/e the folliywing letter to Pompey. 

ER E death thefe clofing eyes for ever (liade 
(That death thy cruelties have welcome made)) 
Receive* thou yet lov'd man 1 this one adieu. 
This lafl: farewell to happinefs and you. 
My eyes overflow with tears, my trembling hand 
Can fcarce the letters form, or pen command; 
The dancing paper fwims before my fight. 
And fcarce myfelf can read the words I write. 

Think you behold me in this lof^ eftate. 
And think yourfelf the author of my fate : 
How vail the change ! your Flora 's now become 
The gen'ral pity, not the boafl of Rome, 
This form, a pattern to the fculptor's art, 
This face, the idol odc€ of Pompey's heart, 

(Whofe 
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(Whofe pi(^tur'd beauties Rome thought fit to place 

The facrcd temples of her gods to grace) 

Are charming now no more ; the bloom is fled. 

The lilies languid^ and the rofes dead. 

Soon fliall fome hand the glorious work deface, 

Where Grecian pencils tell what Flo;-a was : 

No longer my refemblance they impart, 

They loft their likenefs, when I loft thy heart. 

Oh I ^ that thofe hours could take their turn again. 
When Pompey, lab'ring with a jealous pain, 
His Flora thus befpoke : " Say, my dear love ! 
•* Shall all thefe rivals unfucccfsful prove ? 
** In vain, for ever, fhall the Roman youth 
♦* Envy my happinefs, and tempt thy tnith? ^ 

** Shall neither tears nor prayers thy pity move ? 
** Ah ! give not pity, 'tis a-kin to love. 
** Would Flora were not fair in fuch excefs, • 
^* That I might fear, though not adore her lefs." 

Fool that I was, I fought to cafe that grief, 
Nor knew indiff'rence followed the relief: 
Experience taught the cruel truth too late, 
I never dreaded, 'till I found my fate. 
*Twa8 mine to alk if Pompey's felf could hear, 
Unmov'd, his rival's unfucccfsful pray'r ; 
To make thee fwear he'd not thy pity move ; 
Alas ! fuch pity is no kin to love. 

'Twas thou thyfelf, (ungrateful as thou art) 
Bade me unbend the rigour of my heart : 
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You chid my faith, reproach'd my being true, 
(Unnat'ral thought ! ) and laboured to fubdue 
The conftancy my foul maintaia'd for you ; 
To other anus your miflrefs you condenm'd. 
Too cool a lover, and too warm a friend. 

How could'fl thou thus my lavifti heart abufc, 
To aik the only thing it could refufe ? 
Nor yet upbraid me, Pompey, what I fay, 
For 'tis my merit that I can*t obey ; 
Yet this alledg'd againil: me as a fault, 
Thy rage fomented, and my ruin wrought. 
Juft gods ! what tie, what conduct can prevail 
O'er fickle man, when truth like mine can fail ? 

Urge not, to glofs thy crime, the name of friend, 
We know how far thofe facred laws extend ; 
Sincp other heroes have not blufli'd to prove 
How we*kk all paflions when oppos'd to love : 
Nor boaft the virtuous conflict of thy heart. 
When gen'rous pity took Geminius' part ; 
*Tis all heroic fraud, and Roman art. 
Such flights of honour might amufe the crowd, 
But by a miftrefs ne'er can be allow'd ; 
Keep for the fenate, and the grave debate. 
That infamous hypocrify of flate. 
There words are virtue, and your trade deceit. 

No riddle is thy change, nor hard t' explain, 
Flora was fond, and Pompey was a man : 

No 
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Nor plead fictions m^it to yotir Friienil ! ' ^^^* •^^^ 

By nature fiaife, y^o&'fo'BowM^lrcr decree, ^^ ' * "^*'*"^ ^ 
Nor gen'rous ar« to him; tmt'falfeto ftieJ- ^ • j ^'^' 
•You fay you melted at GehmiHis' tears, ' ' ''** • 
Ypu fay you felt his agonizing cares 'f ■ * • • -^ - ' 
Gfofi artifice! that this from him cotifidittitfre, ^ 
And not from Flora, whom you fejr'ybtf IflVilv " ^ ' 
You could liot bear to hear your riv^*ftgh',''* 
Yet bear unmov'd to fee your miftiidfsdiel ' 1 
Inhuman hypocrite ! not thiis cstil^tife" 
My wrongs, and my diftrefs, obdurate, fee, 

Hej who receivM, cendemra the gift you made, 
And joins with me the giver to upbraid, 
Forgetting he's oblig'd, and mourning I'm betray'd. 
He loves too well that cruel gift to ufe, 
Which Pompey loy'd too little to refufe : 
Fain would he call my vagrant lord again. 
But I the kind ambaifador reftrain ; 
I fcorn to let another take my part. 
And to myfelf will owe or loie thy heart. 

Can nothing e'er rekindle love in thee ? 
Can nothing e'er extinguilh it in me ? 
That i could tear thee from this injur 'd breaft ! -j 

And where you gave my perfon, give the reft, > 

At once to grant and punifh thy requeft. •* 

That I could place thy worthy rival there ! 
No fecond infult need my fondnefs fear : 

Vol. IV. G He 
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He views not Flora wkh her Pcpxpcy's eytSp 
He loves like me, hp dpatt^.4^p^i^ and diet. 

Come to my arrns^ tbpu d^ deiei^vingyoutk! 
Thou prodigy of man! thou inan with truth ! 
For him» I will redouble every care. 
To pleafey for him, thefe&ded charms repair; 
To o'own his ypws^ and iharpen thy despair* 

Oh ! 'tis illufion- all! and idle rage I 
No fecond paffion can this heart engage ; 
Andfhortly, Pompey,ih^ thy f'okt prove,. .. 
Death may difTolve, but nothing change her love* 
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ARISBE toMARIUS Junior. 

From FoNTEJjELLE* By the Same. 

fFien Marius twaj e:^li^d from Rome h^ Sylla'i foBion^ and 
retired into A&ica, his fon (^I^o ofcqinpamed him) fell int§ 
the bands fl/^Hicmpfal king of Numidia, ijifho kept bimpri^ 

finer. One rf the mifirejjcs of thai king fell in love 'with 
Marius junior ^ and 'Wds fi generous to contrive and give 
him his liberty y though by that means Jhe facrtjiced her love 

for eve ft *Twas after he had r^oind his father ^ that fit 
writ him tbefoUovoing letter % 

I. 

OF all I valued, all I lov*d, bereft. 
Say, has my heart this little comfort left ? 
That you the memory of its truth retain, . . 
And think with gratcftil pity: on my pain ? , 

. . ■ ' n. ... .:• , 

Though but with life mf. forrows^ can havfj^nd, 
(For death alone can join mo to my friend) 
Yet think not I repent! fet you free, 
1 mourn your abfcnce, not your liberty. 

m. 

Before my Marius left Numidia's coaft. 
Each day I faw him ; fcarce an hour was loft : 
Now months and years muft pafs, nay life (hall prove 
But one long abfence ft'om the man I love. 

Qz IV, Painful 
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IV. 
Fdnful refle6tion ! poifon to my mind ! 
Was it but mortal too, it would be kind : 
But, mad with grief, I fearch the palace rounds 
And in that madnefs dream you're to be found. 

V. 
Would'ft thou believe it ? to thofe walls I fly 
Where thou wert captive held ; there frantic cry, 
Thefe fetters fure my vagrant's flight reibrain'd j 
Alas ! thefe fetters I myfelf unchain'd. 

VI. 
The live-long day I moiun, I loath the light,, 
And wait impatient each returning night : 
What though the horrid gloom augment my grief^ 
*Tis grateful llill, for I difclaim relief. 

VII. 
That coz'ner Hope intrudes not on my woe ; 
One only interval my forrows know ; 
When dreams, the kind reverfers of my pain. 
Bring back my charming fugitive againr. 

vm. 

Yet there's a grief furpaffing all the refl ? 
A jealous daemon whiipers in my breafj, 
Marius was felfe, for liberty alone 
The fl>9w of love the hypocrite put on* 



IX. Then 



IX. 

Then I refledl (ah ! would I could forget !) 

How much your thoughts on war and Rome were fct. 

How little paffion did that conduft prove I 

Too flrong thy rcafon, but too weak thy love. 

X. 
Thy fword, 'tis true, a father's caufe demands ; 
But 'twas a miftrefs gave it to thy hands : 
To love and duty juft, give each their part. 
His be the arm, and mine be all thy heart. 

XI. 
But what avail thefe thoughts ? fond wretch, give o'er ! 
Marius, or falfe or true, is thine no more : 
Since Fate has cafl: the lot, and we muft part, 
Why llipuld I wifh to think I had his heart ? 

Yes : let me cherifh that remembrance flill ; 
That thought alone fhall foften every ill ; 
To tell my foul, his love, his truth was fuch. 
All lyas his due, nor have I done too much. 

xm. 

Deceitful coipfort ! let me not perfuade 
My cred'lous heart its fondnefs was repaid ; 
It makes my foul with double anguifh mourn 
Thofe joys, which never, never muft return. 
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XIV. 
Perhaps ev*n you what jnoft 1 wifh oppofe. 
And in the Roman all the loyer lofe : 
I'm a Numidian^ and your foul difdains 
To bear th' inglorious weight of foreign chains. 

XV. 

Can any climate then fo jjarb'rous prove, 

To ftand excluded from the laws of Love ? 

His empire's univerfal, unconfin'd, 

His proxy beauty, and his flaves mankind, 

XVJ. 
Nor am I a Numidian but by name, 

For I can int'reft for my love difclaim ; 

My virtue fhews what 'twas the gods defign'd, 

By chance on Afric'a clay they flampM a Roman mind. 

XVII. 

Not allthe heroes which your Rome can boafl, 

So much for fame, as I for you have loft : 

Yourfelf I loft : oh! grateful, then confefs. 

My trial greater, though my glory lefs. 

XVIII. 

Yes, partial gods! infliders of my care ! 

Be witnefs what I felt, what grief, what fear ! 

When fiiU of ftifled woes the night he fled, 

No figh I dar'd to breathe, no tear to fhed. 
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XIX. 

Whilft men of faith appFovM^ a chdftn crew. 

Firm to their tnift, ahd to their miftreTa true. 

With care too.pun^al my co!Bmaiid« obey, 

And in one freight my life and thee convey. * * • 

XX. 

The harder talk Was mine t condemn'd to bear^ I 

With brow ferene, my agonizing care 5 * ' > 

To mix an idle talk, to force a Imtlc, • ■ 

A king and jealous lover to beguile* 

XXI. 
Think in that dreadful interval of fete, .. .. / 

AU 1 held dear, thy fafety in debate, :..».. I 

Think what I fuffer'd, whilft my heart afraid 
Suggefts a thouland times, that all's betray'd; i ir. .. i3^ 

XXII. 
A thoufand times revolving in my mind ' •u'l 

The doubtful chance ; oh! Lov«!.£udI, beftihct^ ><• " 
Propitious to my fchcme, thy vot'ry aid, ^» 

And be niy fondnefs by fuccefs repaid. ... ' ::'\''. 

XXIIL 
Now bolder grown^ with £uigui|ie hopetcbte^ 
My fancy reprefents thy ftnHing. fete; 
The guards deceiyM, and every .danger o'er, 
T}ie winds already wa&bimfiroin theihoire* 
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Thefe pleafing Unag^ z^ew iippart 
Life to my eyes» and gladoels to my heart i 
Difpel the gloomy fean that cloud my facei 
And charm the little flutterer tp peace. 

XXV. 
But now the kmg, or taftelefs to my charmsi 
Or weaiy of an abfent miflrels*. arms, 
His own apartment ijeeks,: and grateful reil ; 
That courted fbanger.to the- careful brea^ 

XXVI. 
Whilft I, by hopes and fears alternate fway'd. 
Impatient afk the flaves if I'm obey'<d« 
*Tis done, they cry'd, and ftruck me with defpair j 
For what I long'd to know, I dy'd to hear* 

XXVII, 
Fantafilc turn of a dHh^dted mind ; 
I blamed the gods for having been too kind ; 
Curs*d the iuccefe they granted to my vows. 
And this affiftant hand that fill'd my woes« 

xxvni. 

Such was n^y frenzy in that hour of care. 
And fuch th' injuftice of my bold defpair j 
That even thofe, ungrateful, I upbraid, 
Whofe fatal diligence my will obeyed. 
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XXIX. 
Scarce, Marius, did thyfelf efcape my rage ; 
(Mofl lov'd of men !) when fears of black pre&gc 
Defcribe thy hand fo fond of liberty, 
It never gave one parting throb for me. 

At every ftep you fhould have turn*d your eye, 
Dropt a regretful tear, and heav'd a figh ; 
The nature of the grace I fliew'd was fuch. 
You not deferv'd it, if it pleasM too much, 

XXXI. 
A lover would have linger'd as he fled. 
And oft in anguilh to himfelf have faid, 
Farewell for ever ! Ah ! yet more he'd done, 
A lover never would have fled alone. 

XXXII. 
To force me from a hated rival's bed. 
Why comes not Marius at an army's head?' 
Oh ! did thy heart but wifh to fee that day, 
'Twpuld all my paft, and future woes o'erpay. 

xxxni. 

But vain are all thefe hopes : preferve thy breaft 
From falfhood only, I forgive the reft: 
Too happy, if no cnvy'd rival boaft 
Thofc joys Jf^riibc to her Marius loft. 



ROXANA 
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ROXANA to ySBECK. 

From LesLettresPersannes. 

By the Same« 

Rbxana, one ^Ufbcck's ''jcin>cs^ ivas found (iMlfi be nvas i» 
Europe) in bed with Ijer lover^ whom Jbe bad prifvately let 
into tbeferagUo^ The guariian eunuch^ i\}b§ difco'vercdihemj 
had the man murdered on the fpot^ and her ch/e guarded *tiii 
be received inJlniHions from his mafter hcrjy to dijpofe qfher^ 
During that interval Jbe Jn.vall&'Med fo'fon^ and isfuppojcdio 
varite the following letter whilftjbe is dyin^, 

THINK not I write my innocence to prove, 
To fne for pity, or awake thy love ; 
No-mean defence expeifl, or abje6l prayers ; 
Thou know'ft no mercy, and I know no tears : 
I laugh at all thy vengeance has decreed, 
Avow the fia^, and glory in the deed. 

Yes, tyrant ! I deceived thy fpies and thee : 
Pleas'd in oppreffion, and in bondage free : 
T}ie rigid agents of thy cruel laws 
By gold I won to aid my jufter caufc : 
With dextrous (kill eluded all thy care, 
Artd a<5led more than jealoufy could fear : 
To wanton bow'rs this prifon-houfe I turn'd, 
And blefb'd that abfcnce which you thought I mcurn'd. 
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But fhort thofe joys allow'd by niggard Fate, 
Yet fo refin'd, fo exquifitely great, 
That their excels compenfated their date. 

I die : already in each burning vein 
I feel the pois'nous draught, and bleis the pain : 
J^or what is life unlefs its joys we prove ? 
And where is joy, depriv'd of what we love ? 

Yet, ere I die, this juilice I have paid 
To my dear murder*d lover's injur'd fhade : 
Thofe facrilcgious inftruments of power. 
Who wrought that ruin thefe fad eyes deplore, 
Already with ^ir blood their crimes atone, 
And for his life have facriiic'd their own. 

Thee, though reftraint and abfence may defend 
From niy revenge, my curies ftill attend : 
Defpair, like iiiine, barbarian ! be thy part, 
pemorfe afflid, and forrow fling thy heart. 

Nor think this hate commencing in my breafl-. 
Though prudence long its latent force iupprefs'd j 
I knew thofe wrongs that I was forc'd to bear, 
And curs'd thofe chains injuftice made me wear. 

For could'ft thou hope Roxana to deceive 
With idle talcs, which only fools believe ? 
Poor abjed fouls in fuperllition bred, - 
Jn ign'rance train'd, by prejudice mi fled ; 
Whom hireling dervifes by proxy teach 
From thofe whofe falfe prerogative they preach. 



} 



Didft 
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pidft tbou invagine me fo weak of mind, 
Becaufe I murmur'd not, I ne*er repin'd, 
But hugg'd my chain, and thought my jaylor kind ? 
That willingly thofe laws I e'er obeyed, 
Which Pride invented, and Oppreffion made ? 
And whilfl felf-licens -d through the world you vdvc^ 
To quicken appetite by change in love ; 
Each paffion fated, and each wifli poffefs'd 
That Luft can urge, or Fancy can fuggeft : 
That I fhould mourn thy lofs with fond regret, 
Weep the n^sfortune, and the wrong forget ? 

Could I believe that heav'n this beauty .gave, 
(Thy tranfient pleafure, and thy lafting flave ;) 
Indu'd with reafon, only to fulfil 
The harfh commands of thy capricious will ? 
No, Ulbeck, n9, my foul difdain'd thqfe laws ; 
And, though I wanted pow'r t' affert my caufe, 
My right I knew ; and ftill thofe pleafures fought, 
Which Juflice warranted, and Nature taught : 
On Cuftom's fenfelefe precepts I refin'd, 
I weigh'd what heav*n, I knew what roan defign'd, 
And form'd by her own rules my free-born mind. 

Thus whilft this wretched body own'd thy power, 
Doom'd, unredrels'd, its hardfhips to deplore ; 
My foul fubfervient to herfelf alone. 
And Reafon independent on her throne, 
Contemn'd thy dictates, and obey'd their own. 



} 
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Yet thus fer tamy condu6t thanks are dntf 
At leaft I condefcended to feem true ; 
Endeavour'd ftill my ferttiments to hide. 
Indulged thy vanity, aild footh'd thy pride. 
Though this fubmiffion to a tyrant paid. 
Whom not my duty, but my fears obey'd, 
If rightly weigh'd, would more deferve the blame. 
Who call it Virtue, but prophane her name ; 
For to the world, I fhould have own'd that love. 
Which all impartial judges muft approve: 
You urg'd a right to tyrannize my heart. 
Which he, foUiciting, aflail'd by art, 
Whilft I, impatient of the name of ilave. 
To force refused , what I to merit gave. 

Oft, as thy Haves this wretched body led 
To the detefted pleafures of thy bed ; 
In thofe foft moments, confecrate to joy. 
Which ecftafy and tranfport Ihould employ ; 
Clafp'dinyour arms, you wonder 'd flill to find 
So cold my killes, fo compos'd my mind : 
But had thy cheated eyes difcern'd aright, 
You'd found averlion, where you fought delight. 

Not that my foul, incapable of love, 
Ko charms could warm, no tendernels could move ; 
For him, whofe love my every thought poffefs'd, 
A fiercer paflion fill'd this ccnftant breaft, 
Than truth e'er felt, or falihood e'er poflefs'd. 

Thrt 



} 
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This ftyle utiufiial t6 thy pHde appears, 
For truth's a ftranger to the tyrant's ears* 
But what have I to manage, or to dread ? 
Nor threats alarm, nor infults hurt the dead : 
No wrongs they feel, no miferies they find) 
Cares are the legacies we leave behind : 
In the cahn grave no Ulbecks we deplore, 
No tyrant hulband, no opprellive power. 
Alas ! I feinf— Death intercepts thcf reft : 
The venom'd drug is bufy in my brcaft : 
Each ner\'e's unftrung: a mi ft obfcures the day t 
My fenfes, ftrength, and ev'n my hate decay; 
Though rage awhile the ebbing fpirits ftay'd, 
*Tis paft — they fink beneath the tranfient aid* 
Take then, inhuman wretch I my laft farewel ; 
Pain be thy portion here ! hereafter, hell ! 
And when our prophet fhall my fate decree, 
Be any curfe my puniflunent, but thee ! 



E P I. 
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EPILOGUE defign'd for SophonisbaV 

And to ttavc been ipokcn by Mrs. Oldfield. 

By. the Same. 
E F O RE yon fign poor Sophoniffla's doom. 



B 



In her behalf petitioner I come ; 
Not but our author knows, whate'er I fay. 
That I could find objedlions to his play. 
This double marriage for her oountryV good^ 
I told him never would be underflood, 
And that ye all would fay, 'twas flcih and blood. 
Had Carthage only been in madam's head. 
Her champion neter had been in her— bed : 
For could the ideot think a hulband's name 
Would make him quit his int'reft, friends, and fame ; 
That he would riique a kingdom for a wife,' 
And adt dependent in a place for life*? 
Yet what ftern Cato Ihall condemn the fair, 
Whilft public good fhe thunder'd in your ear, 
Jf private intereft had a link (hare ? 
You know Ihc aded not againlt the laws, 
Of thofe old-fafhion'd times ; that in her caufc 



} 
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* A Tragedy, by James Thomfon, firft aftcd at Dn3r>^flJi^e, t727». ' 
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1* 
^^ onger make a ftand^ 

And Mailinlffa wdo^d her fword in hand. 

But did fhe take the way to whet that fword? 

Heroes fight coldly when wives give the word. 

She fhould have kept hini keen, employ'd her charm^ 

Not as a bribe, but to reward his arms ; 

Have told him when Rome yielded^ fhe would yield. 

And fent him frefh, not yawning, to the field; 

She talk'd it well to roufe him to the fight^ 

But, like Penelope, when out of fight. 

All fhe had done by day, undid by night, . 

Is this your wily Carthaginian kind ? 

No Englidi woman had been half fo kind; 

What from a huft>and*s hand could Ihe expeA 

But ratlbane, or that common fate, negledt ? 

Perhaps feme languifhing foft fair may fay, 

Poifon's fo fhocking — but confider pray. 

She fcar'd the Romany he the marriage chain ; 

All other means to free them both were vain. 

Let none then MaffinilFa's conduct blame, 

Ke fir ft his love confulted, then his fame. 

And if the fair-one, with too little art, 

Whilfl feemingly fhe play'd a patript-part. 

Was fecrctly the dupe of her own heart ; 

Forgive a fault flie flrove fo well to hide^ .. 

Nor be compailion to her fate deny'd, > 

Who liv'd>mhappily, and greatly dy'd. -^ 

An 



} 
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An Imitation of the Eleventh Ode of the Firft 

Book of Horace, 

To STEPHEN FOX, Efq; 
afterwards Earl of I L C H E S T E R. 

By the same. 

FORBEAR, my dear Ste, with a fhiitlefe defire. 
Into truths which are better conceal'd to enquire; 
Perhaps many years are allow'd us by Fate, 
Or next winter perhaps is the laft of their date : 
Let the credulous fools whom aftrologers cheat. 
Exult or defpond, as they vary deceit ; 
Who anticipate care, their own pleafure deftroy, 
And invite difappointment who build upon joy; 
All ills ynforefeen we the eafieft endure, 
Wha^ avails to forefee, unlefs forefight could cure ? 
And from ills by their art how can wretches be freed. 
When that art muft be fklfe, or thofe ills be decreed ?s 
From refiedion and hope little comfort we find. 
To poffeffion alone let thy thoughts be confin'd ; 
To-day's all the treafure poor mortals can boaft. 
For to-morrow's not gain'd, and yefterday's loft; 
Even now whilft I write, time fteals on our youth, 
And a moment's cut off from thy friendfhip and truth. 
Then feize the fwift blefling, enjoy the dear now. 
And take, not exped, what hereafter'!! beftow. 

Vox. IV. H A LOVE 
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A LOVE LETTER. 

By the same. 

WHAT fliall I fay to fix thy wavVing mind, 
To chafe thy doubts, and force thee to be kind ? 
What weight of argument can turn the fcale, 
If interceflion from a lover fail ? 
By what fhall I conjure thee to obey 
This tender fummons, nor prolong thy Hay ? 
If unabated in this conflant breafi: 
That paffion burns which once thy vows profefs'd; 
If abfence has not chill'd the languid flamey 
Its ardour and its purity the fame ; 
Indulge thofe tranfports, and no more controul 
The di^lates of thy fond confenting foul ; 
By no vain fcruple be thy purpofe iway'd, 
And only Love implicitly obey'd : 
Let inclination this debate decide. 
Nor be thy prudence, but thy heart thy guide ,• 
But real prudence never can oppofe 
What Love fuggefts, and Gratitude avows ; 
The warm dear rapturefs which thy bofom move, 
*Tis virtue to indulge, 'tis wifdom to improve : 
For think how few the joys allow'd by Fate,- 
How mix'd the cup, how fhort theii* longefl date ! 

How 
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How onward ftill the ftream of pleafurc flows! 
That no reflux the rapid current knows ! 
Not ev'n thy charms can bribe the ruthlefs hand 
Of rigid Time, to flay his ebbing fand ; 
Fair as thou art, that beauty mud decay ; 
The night of age fucceeds the brighteft day : 
That cheek where Nature's fweeteft garden blows, 
Her whiteft lily, and her warmeft rofe; 
't'hofe eyes, thofe meaning miniilers of Love, 
Who, what thy lips can only utter, prove ; 
Thefe muft refign their luftre, thofe their bloom, 
And find with meaner charms one common doom ; 
Fafs but a few ihort years, this change muft be ; 
Nor one lefs dreadful fhalt.thou mourn in me : 
For though no chance can alienate my flame, 
While thine to feed the lamp, fliall bum the fame,. 
Yet fliall the flream of years abate that fire. 
And cold efleem fucceed to warm defire : 
Then on thy brcaft unraptur'd fliall I dweU, 
Nor fed a joy beyond what I can telh 
Or lay, fliould flcknefs antedate that woe, 
And intercept what Time would ehe allow ; 
If pain fliould pall my tafle to all thy charms. 
Or Death himfelf fliould tear me from thy arms ; 
How would'ft thou then regret with fruitlefi truth. 
The precious fquander'd hours of health and youth ? 
Come then, my love, nor trufl the future day, 
Im whilft we can, be happy whilfl we may : 

H 2 For 



For what is life unlefe its joys we prove ? 

And what is happiaefe but mutual love ? 

Our time is wealth no frugal hand can flore. 

All our pofleffion is the prefent hour. 

And he who fpares to ufe it, ever poor. 

The golden now is all that we can boafl ; 

And that (like ihow) at once is grafp'd and lofL 

Hafte, wing thy pallage then, no more delay, 

But to thefe eyes their fole delight convey. 
Not thus I languifh'd for thy virgin charms, 

JWhen firft furrender'd to thefe eager arms. 
When, firft admitted to that heav'n, thy breafl. 
To mine I fb*ain'd that charming foe to reft ; 
How leaps my confcious heart, whilft I retrace 
The dear idea of that ftrid embrace. 
When on thy bofom quite entranc'd 1 lay, 
And lovM unlated the fnort night away ; 
Whilft half reludant you, and half reftgn'd, 
Amidft fears, wifhes, pain and pleafure joined. 
Now holding off, now growing on my breaft. 
By turns reprov'd me, and by turns caref8*d^ 
Oh I hew remembrance throbs in every vein ! 
I pant, I ficken for that fcene again ; 
My fenfes ach, I can no word command. 
And the pen totters in my trembling hand. 
Farewell, thou only joy on earth I know. 
And all that man can tafte of heav'n below. 

VERSES 



1 
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VERSES to Dr.GEOROE Rogers*, on his 
taking the Degree of Doftor in Phyfic at 
Padua, in the Year 1664. 

By Mr. Waller. 

WHEN as of old the earth's bold children flrove, 
With hills on hills, to fcale the throne of Jove ; 
Pallas and Mars flood by their fovereign*s fide, 
And their bright arms in his defence employed. 
While the wife Phoebus, Hermes, and the reft, 
Who joy in peace and love the Mufes beft, 

3 Dr. George Rogers was the fon of a phyficlan in the city oT Lon- 
don. He received his education at Lincoln college, Oxford, took his 
degrees in Arts, and fludied medicine in that univerfity. He after* 
wards travelled into Italy, and at Padua had the degree of Doflor of 
Fh^fick conferred upon him. In 1648 he was incorporated at Oxford. 
He then fettled in London, became a Fellow of the College of Phyfi- 
cians, and Prelident thereof, in 1689. This little poem was, among feve- 
ral others, on the fame occaiion, printed by Dr. Rogers, with his inau- 
gural exercife at Padua ; and afterwards in the fame manner re-pub- 
liihed by him at London, together with his Harveian oration before the 
college of phyficians> in the year 1682; while Mr. Waller was yet 
living. 
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Defcending from their fo diflemper'd feat. 

Our groves and meadows chofe for their retreat. 

There firft Apollo tried the various ufe 

Of herbsy and learn*d the vu-tue of their juice. 

And fram'd that art, to which who can pretend 

A jufler title than our noble friend, 

Whom the like temped drives from his abode. 

And like employment entertains abroad ? 

This crowns him here ; and, in the bays fo eam*d. 

His country's honour is no lels concern'd ^ 

Since it appears, not all the Englifh rave. 

To ruin bent : fomc ftudy how to favc. 

And as Hippocrat;es did once extend 

His facrcd art, whole cities to amend ; 

So we, brave friend, fuppofe that thy great fkill, 

Thy gentle mind, and iair example, will. 

At thy return, reclaim our frantic ifle, 

Their fpirits calm ; and peace again (hall fmile, 

Edm. Waller, Anglujj. 
Pataviiy typis Pauli Framhottu 
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VIRGlL's Tomb^ Naples, 1741. 

By Mr. Trappy 



Tenues ignavo poUice chordas 



Tulfo ; Maromique Jedens in mnrgine Umpli 

Sumo anhhum^ ^ magni tumults aefcanto magtftrim Stat, 

I Came, great bard, to gaze upon thy fhrine, 
And o'er thy relicks wait th' infpiring Nine : 
For fure, I faid, where Marc's a(hes fleep^ 
The weeping Mufes muft their vigils keep : 

Still 

^ At about eight miles diftance from Naples, near the hill Paufilypo, 
A modern traveller dcfcribes it thus : " The tomb of Virgil is at the 
" brink of a precipice, which has been made by enlarging the entrance 
** into the famous grotto which bears the name of the hill. The area 
*' is almoft a fquare, of about five yards j there are Ibme niches in the 
** walls within, but nothing now in them. At the top of it, ©n ihe 
" oatfidr, are fomebays j and the people there take care to tell you they 
** grow fponianeous, and that they arc green all the year. There 
" is a wretched diftich infcribed on a wall juft over againfl the place 
** where we enter, enough to fright away Virgil's aihes, if ever they 
" were there." fFright's Travels, vol. I. p. 175. Mr. Addifon was of 
opinion, that the poet was buried at Naples, and that his tomb ftood 
on the other fide of the town, which looks towards Vefuvio. 

c Jofeph Trapp, fon of the Rev. Dr. Trapp. He wa^ of New Colle re 
Oxford, where he took the degree of M. A. 14 January, 1742. At 
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Still o*er their fav'rite's monument they mourn, 

And with poetic trophies grace his urn : 

Have placed the fhield and martial trumpet here ; 

The (hepherd's pipe, and rural honours there : 

Fancy had deck'd the confecrated ground. 

And fcatter'd never-fiading rofes round. 

And now my bold romantic thought afpires 

To hear the echo of celeftial lyres ; 

Then catch fome found to bear delighted home. 

And boaft I learnt the verfe at Virgil's tomb ; 

Or, ftretch'd beneath thy myrtle's fragrant fhade. 

With dreams extatic hov'ring o'er my head, 

See forms auguft, and laurei'd ghofts afcend, 

And with thyfdf^ perhaps, the long proceffion end, 

I came —but foon the phantoms difappear'd ; 
Far other fcenes, than wanton Hope had rear'd ; 
No faeiy rites, no funeral pomp I found ; 
No trophied walls with wreaths of laurel round : 
A mean unhonour'd ruin faintly fhow'd 
The fpot where once thy maufoleum flood : 
Hardly the form remain'd ; a nodding dome 
G'ergrown with mofs is now all Virgil's tomb. 

the time of his death, July 1769, he was Re£lor of Stralfield Sea and 
Srraificlti Turges, in the county ot Hants. Dr. Warton, IpeakingoJ this 
Poem, fays;, there is in it as much lively and original imagery, flrong 
painting, and manly fcntiments of frefedom, as in any he had ever read 
in our language. I^Jjf^j on theCcnLs of Voj^Cy p. 265. 

4 *Twas 



*Twas fuch a fcene as gave a kind relief 
To memory, in fweetly-penfive grief: 
Gloomy, unpleafing images it wrought ; 
No muling, foft complacency of thought : 
For Time had canker'd all, and worn away 
Ev'n the laft, mournful graces of decay : 
Oblivion, hateful goddeis, fate before. 
And cover'd with her duiky wings the door : 
No filver harps I heard, no Mufe's voice. 
But birds obfcene in horrid notes rejoice : 
Fancy recoil'd, and with his tinfel train 
Forfook the chearlefs fcene; no more remain 
The warm anibitious hope of airy youth; 
Severe refle6Hon came, and frowning Truth : 
Away each glitt'ring gay idea fled. 
And bade a melancholy train fucceed, . 
That form'd, or feem'd to form, a mournful call 
In feeble echoes mutt'ring round the wall. 

Seek not the Mufes here ! th' affrighted maids 
Have fled Parthenope's polluted fhadcs : 
Her happy fliores, the feats of joy and eaic. 
Their fav'rite manfions once, no longer pleafe : 
No longer, as of old, in tranfport loft. 
The lifters rove along th' enchanted coaft ; 
They turn vvith horror from each much-lov'd ftream, 
And loath the fields that were their darling theme : 
The tuneful names themfelvcs once fondly gave 
To every fwelling hill, and molFy cave, 

So 
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So pieailng then, are only heard with figh^; 
And carch fad echo bids their forrow rife. 

Yet Nature fmiles, as when their Virgil fung, 
Nor *midft a fairer fcene his lyre was fining ; 
Stfll Hoom the fwcets of his elyfnmi here, 
Aiid the fame charms in every grove appear. 
But 2h I in vain indulgent funs prevail ; 
Heakh and delrght in every balmy gale 
Are wafted now in vain : fmall comfort bring 
Toirc«ping eyes the beauties of the fpring. 
Tcgrcaning flaves thofe fragrant meads belong, 
TKlBrre Tully didtated, and Maro fung. 

I 

IjDOg lince, alas ! thofe golden days are flown, 
lAnbcu here each Science wore its proper crown : 
Fafc Tyranny has laid their altars low, 
Aaid irent the laurel from the Mufe's brow : 
What wonder then 'midfl fuch a fcene to fee 
The Arts expire with bleeding Liberty ? ^ 
Bosijbve nod fad, each fair angelic form 
Droops, like the wearied dove beneath a florm : 
Far ©tlier views the poet's thought engage, 
Tksn the warm glories of th* Augufian age. 
Can naisVy bid th' imagination glow ? 
Or |;;*'niTrs brighten 'midll domellic woe ? 
To fee defponding wretches round him pine, 
Horace had wept beneath the Alban vine. 
S-2d fits the bard amidft his country's tears, 
AnaiJ iij^^3, regardlefs of the wreath he wears. 



Did 
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Did ever Want and Famine fweetly fing ? 

The f«tter'd hand uncouthly flrikes the ftring* 

Lo ! ilem Oppreffion lifts her iron rod. 

And Ruin waits th' imperious harpy's nod : 

Black De&lation, and deftru6tive War, 

Rife at the fignal, and attend her car. 

From the dire pomp th* affrighted ihepherd flies, 

And leaves his flock the rav'nous foldier's prize. 

Where now are all the nymphs that bleft the plains ? 

Where the full chorus of contented fwains ? 

The fongs of love, of liberty and peace, 

Arc heard no more; the dance and tabor ceafe : 

To the foft oaten pipe, and paft'ral reed. 

The din of arms and clarion's blafl: fuccecd : 

Dire fliapes appear in every op'ning glade ; 

And Furies howl where once the Mufcs ftray'd. 

Is this the queen of realms, for arts renown'd ? 
This captive maid, that weeps upon the ground ? 
Alas ! how chang'd ! — dejeded and forlorn ! 
The miflrefs of the world become the fcom ! 
Around ftand Rapine, Horror and Defpair ; 
And Ign'rance, dark ally of barb'rous War : 
She, at th* ufurping Vandal's dread command, 
Difplays her gloomy banner o'er the land : 
Beneath its chilling fhade negleded lies 
Each filler Art ; and unlamented dies. 
Lo I Sculpture lets her ufeful chiflel fall ; 
While on fome ruin'd temple's broken wall 
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Sad Archite^nre fits ; and iees with fhame 
Blif-fhapen piles nfurp her injured name : 
Mufic and Verfe, unhappy twins ! belcmg 
To antique Mafque, and weak unmanly Song : 
The gathering deli^e fwells on every fide, 
And monkifh Superflition fwells the tide. 
By the refiftlefs torrent overborn 
Floats every Virtue, from its bads torn : 
Fair Learning droops, the fick'ning arts decay ; 
And every laurel fades, and every bay. 
All is confus'd, no traces now are feen 
To fliew what wretched Italy has been. 

Thus once Vefuvius, crown'd with circling wood^ 
Parthenope, thy beauteous neighbour flood : 
Pferpetual Spring cloath'd the fair mountain's fide , 
And, what is now thy terror, was thy pride. 
Sudden th' imprifon*d flames burft forth ; and laid 
On fooaky heaps each flirieking Dryad's (hade : 
Now deep in aflies finks the myrtle bow'r, 
Ccr beds of flow'rs fulphureous torrents roar ; 
And exilM demi-gods their ruin'd feats deplore. 
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The link. A Ballad. 

' E ladies that live in the city or town, 
Fair Winton or Alresford fo fine and fo gay ; 
ye neat country lafles in clean linen gown, 
ieat and as blithe and as pretty as they : 
le away flrait to Ovington % for you can't think 
It a charming new walk there is made on the Link, 

k how lovely the profpc6t, the meadows how green, 
; fields and the woods, in the vale or the hill : 
: trees, and the cottage that peeps out between, 
; clear ftream that runs bubbling in many a rill. 
It will fhow your fair face as you ftand on the brink, 
I murmurs moft fweetly all under the Link. 

V pleafant the morning, how clear the blue iky, 

f pure the frefh air, and how healthy the place ! 

ir heart goes a pit^-pat light as a fly, 

I the blood circles bndQdy, and glows in youjr face : 

uld you paint your fair cheeks with the rofe and the pink ? 

x>w yQiur'waihes away, take a walk on the Link. 

* A viUage ne»r Alresford In Hampihire. 

After 
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After dinner the *fquire, ere the ladies retreat^ 

Marches off with forae friends that will ply the brilk glafi; 

Give us liquor enough, and a good pleaiant feat. 

And damn your fine tafle, and your finical lals : 

Al frefco, my lads, we'll caroufe and we'll drink. 

Take your bottle each man, and away to the Link. 

Not fo gentle Collin, whom love holds in thrall, ' 
To Molly he fleals all in filence away; 
And when nought can be heard but the rude water-fell. 
And the woodbine breathes fweeteft at clofe of the day, 
He takes her foft hand, and he tips her the wink. 
Come, my dear, let us take a cool walk on the Link* 

But, O ye feir maidens, be fure have a care. 

Nor lay yourfelves open to love^ cruel dart; 

Of the hour and the place and the feafon beware. 

And guard well each palTage that leads to your heart ; 

Sly Cupid will fteal in at ibme little chink. 

If you walk in the evening too late on the link. 

Ye pocti fo lofty, who love to retire 
From the noife of the town to the ftream and the wood ; 
Who in epics and tragics, with marvellous fire. 
Utter founds by mere mortals not well underitood : 
Here mouthe your loud flrain, and here ply pen and ink, 
Q^iit P^maflus and Findus, and come to the Link* 
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And come you, who for thought are at little expenc«, 

Who indite gentle paftoral, ballad, or fong ; 

You fee with fmooth numbers, and not too much fenfe. 

How the verfes run eafy and glibly along ; 

And the rhime at the clofe how it falls with a clink. 

So kind arc the Mufes that fport on the Liiik I 

-♦* -^' Jr- -*^ -'»* -*- -*^ ™- -^^ ■»«- -'*' -^ -^ -^^ >»* •^-- >2h A^^^L^^fa^lb^KkMlfadSA jSfcdH^jSbiXftdSfcdKh^k^L^fth^L.^^.^L^^K 

THE 

SCLUIRE OF D;AMES. 

A POEM. 

ItJ S P E N S E R's Stile, 

.By Moses Mendez Esq^*, 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

I/t the Jeventb Canto of the Legend of Chaflity, in Speufsr*s 
Fairy Queen, the Squire of Dames tells Satyrane^ that by 
order of his m'lfirefs Columbel, (after having jerved the 
ladies for a year) he was fent out a fecond tirae^ not to retartt 
till he could find three hundred 'women incapable of yielding, to 
any temptation, Yhc bad fucccfs he met wtb in the courfe of 
three years y luhich is flghtjy touch* d ufon by Spenfer, ii tbt 
foundation of the folloiving poem. 

» Of Mitcham in Surry, a gentleman of the Jewilh religion, aiitbor 
of three dramatick pieces, a poem called Henry and BUncke, priaud 
in4to, 1746, and feveral other pci formangcs Scattered in different t»if- 
cellanies. On the 19th of June, 1750, he was created M. A. by the 
univcrfity of Oxford. He is fuppofed to have been the richcA r;oct of 
his lime, being pofiefled at the time of his death,* 4th of February, 1758, 
of<not lefs tbaa one hundred thoufand pounds. 

z PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

HA R D is the heart that never knew to love, 
Ne felt the pleailng anguifh of defire. 
Ye Britifli maids, more fair than Venus' dove. 
For you alone I tune my humble lyre ; 
Adopt me, nymphs, receive me in your quire. 
Make me your bard ; for that is all my care : 
Then fliall I envy not that aged fire, 
Who doth for court his annual fong prepare : 
I lever myrtle wreath than Kefer's laurel wear. 

II. 
Think not bccaufe I write of Columbcl 
I thence would blaft the fex with impious tale ; 
Tranla6lions vile of foreign ftronds I tell, 
Ne ^gainft a Britifli female would I rail 
For al! the wealth that rolls on Indian grail. 
Here, beauty, truth, and chaftity are found : 
Eleonora here, with vifage pale. 
Did fuck the poifon from her Edward's wound, 
And Ana's nuptual faith (liall fland for aye renow li'd, 

III. 
Sec the fair fwans on Thamis' lovely tide. 
The which do trim their pennons filver bright. 
In fliining ranks they down tbeir waters ride ; 
Oft have mine eyes devour'd the gallant fight. 

Then 
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Then caft thy looks with wonder and delight, 

Where yon fwect nymphs enjoy the ev'ning air, 

Spme daunce along the green, like fairies light. 

Some flowVets cull to deck their flowing hair; 

Then tell me, foothly, fwain, which fight thou deem'ft moft 

fair. 

IV. 
To you, bright ftars, that fparkle on our iflc, 

I give my life, my fortune, and my fame ; 

For my whole guerdon grant me but a imilc, 

A fmile from you is all I hope or claim ; 

Nor age'» ice my ardent zeal fhall tame. 

To my life's end I fhall your names adore. 

Not hermits bofoms feel fo pure a flame, 

Warm'd by approval I more high fhall foar ; 

Receive my humble lays, my heart was yours before* 

V. 
Should you confent, I'll quit my fhepherd's grey, 

And don more graceful and more cofHy gear. 

My crook and fcrip I'll throw with fcom away, 

And in a famite garment fireit appear. 

Farewell, ye groves, which once I held fo dear ; 

Farewell, ye glens, 1 other joys purfue ; 

Then fhall the world your matchlefs pow'r revere, 

Ahd own what wonders your fweet fmiles can do. 

That could a fimple clown into a bard tranlmew. 

Vol. IV. I CANTO 
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CANTO I. 

I 

ARGUMENT^ 

7le Squire of Dames to Satyrane 

His hiftoty doth telly 
With all the toils he unJerment 

To gain his Coluinbel» 

I. 

THE Squire of Dames his tale thus 'gan to tcH; 
Sith you command my tongue, fir Satyrane, 
I now will all declare that me befell. 
The caufe pf muchel fcath and dolVous pain, 
Nc Ihall thy gentle eye from tears refrain* 
Me Columbel commanded far to go 
*Till I Ihould fall three hundred nymphs attain, 
Whofe hea:rts fhould aye with Virtue's leflbns glow, 
And to all fwains but one cry out for ever. No. 

II. 
To find the fortilage that ne'^er will yield 
Is not an eaiy matter, good fir Knight ; 
Troy town, they fay, is now a grafs-grown field^ 
That long withflood the force of Grecian might; 
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t i3t 1 

And eaftles fall though deep in earth empight ; 
Ne ought fb Ibrong is found but what may fail^ 
The fun at laft fhall lofe his glorious light. 
And Vows or bribes o*cr women may prevail ; 
*!rheir hearts art made of .flbfh, and mortal fleih is fraiU! 

With heiivy hearty knd full of cark I go. 

And take my conge of my blooming maid| 

I kifs'd her hond^ and louting very low. 

To her behefi at length myfclf array'd : 

The fair we love expedb' to be obeyM, 

Although (he bid us with the kefirol fly ; * 

So forth I prick, though much by doubt dHmay'd^ 

The hard experiment reiblv'd to try : 

tw die was wond'rous fair^ and much in love was It : 

IV* 
A grove- 1 readi'd^ where tunefiil threlUes fung ; 
The linnet here (Ud ope his little throat; 
His twitting jefls around the cuckoo fluxtg^ 
And the proud goldfinch fliow'd his painted coat| 
And hail'd us with no inharmonious note : 
The robin eke here tun*d his ionnet ihrill. 
And told the foothing dit^ all by rote, 
How he with leaves his pious beak did fill, 

t'b fluroud thole pretty babes^ whosa Sib unidnd Vifovld 
kiU* 

^t y. And 
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And taztkj a fkir Nareiilus deckM the plaih^ 
That feemM anew their paffions to admire ; 
Here Ajax told his dolors o'er again, 
Atid* amorous Gljrtie ficke&^d with defire; 
Here the blown rofe with odors fweet did Ipire; 
Through the duii grOvc a rtmrrn'rifig ri^rer ied '■ "" 
His chiyflal fhieams that wound in niaoiy a gyre ; : '. 
The baleful willow all the banlts beijpaceaid, . I 

And ever to the breeze yciui'd his hoary IscadL 

Yl. . .■.;•..- 

Soon to the 'grove there^ came a lofdj maid 
(Pbr msdden fure-flie did to me appear) ; 
In plain check-laton w^ the nymfh array'd^ < 
Her Q>arkling eyes ftbod foil of maxiy. a tear. 
And fhe bewept the abfence of her dear* 
Alai 1 fliodd beiiity be to woe allay M ? 
Beauty, metfhmks, fhould liieet with better chceti 
Content ihduld never wafider from her fide ; 

Good^hick, I pray to keav*n, the face that's fair betide* 

VJl. 
•* Ah ! woe is me, fhe cry*d, fince Colm's fled, 
•* Whofe gentle j^itfence did'thefe j^ains adorn, 
** Soon was he ravifh'd from the nuptial bed, 
*^ Tom from th^ arms', from his dear leman torn! 
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** O grief! far fharper than the pointed thorn^ 

** I faw hun itl-beftad by martiai band. 

*' Alas the day that ever I was bom ! 

*^ Where roves my Ccdin, on what foreign iband^ 
** Arraught from Laura's eyes, and his dear native land? 

VIII. 

** Alas ! he only knew to prune the vine, 

^' Or through the earth to urge the biting fhare, 

** To twift the bower with fragrant examine, 

** Where free from heat we ihun*d t^ie noon-tide air, 

•* Or to the mart to lead his fleecy care. 

^' And is it fit in hacqueton and mail 

** The youth for war's grim terrors fhotild prepare! 

*^ His voice outfimg the love-lorn nightingale, 
** And defUy pould h.e dance, or pipe along the dale. 

IX. 

** The gos-hawk fierce may pounce the tremblingdove, 

** The favage wolf may tear the bounding fawn ; 

** But fparrows mUd are form*d for feats of love, 

** And kids dew not with, blood the flow'iy lawn ; 

** Then how fhall he, in whom all graces dawn, 

** In the red field the cruel paynim kill ? 

'* For fcenes like thefe find men of hellifh fpawn. 

** 'Tis his with joy the virgin's heart to fill, 
*^ And not on foreign fhore his foemen's blopd to ipill. 
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^* No days of blifs my forrows fhall aflake, 
^* For him I'll ever drop the doProus tear : 
^* Adieu the circled green,' the buxom wake, 
** Since Colin's gone I tafle of nought but drear, 
** Stretch me, ye maidens, ftretch me on the bier, 
** And let my grave-ftone thefe true words adorn; 
** A wretched maiden lies intombed here, 
*' Who faw a fhepherd brighter than the morn, 

^^ Then pin'd her heart away, anddy'd of love forlorn,** 

XI. 
Much was I grieved at her piteous plaint. 
And greeted to myfelf, O happy Squire ! 
At length, thpugh late, thou haft found out a faint^ 
Who, but for Colin, feels no warm defire, 
Perdie, quoth Satyrane, I her admire ; 
No lozel loofe Ihall here difcover'd be. 
The other anfwer'd with his cheeks on fire, 
Now by ray halHdom you foon fhall fee 

That words may with the heart full often ill agree^ 

XII. 
I, nought accoy'd, came up unto the fair, 
And fwore to love her all my length of life ; 
Then offered her to gorgeous domes to bear. 
Where haidegiycs arc daunc'd to harp and fife. 
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She foon forgot fhe was another's wife. 
And granted with mc to defcrt the plain. 
Arc fuch enfamples among women rife ? 
If fo, my Columbcl I ne'er ftiall gain, 
But hunt around the world, and find my labours vain. 

My lips I 'gan to royne in fell defpit«. 

And forth J/rufeed from her falfe embrace, 

1 hrough the thick wood I wander'd day and night, 

Nc met I living creature face to face : 

At length a riiing city far I trace ; 

Thither in hopes my hafty ftcps I bend, 

Perchaunce, thought I, true .Virtue may embrace 

The courtly dome, and from the country wend. 

Thus, where wc leaft cxpe6t, we often find a friend* 

XIV. 
At e'en the town I reach'd, and eke a hall, 
Which waxen tapers made as light as day ; 
Fair jovifaunce fat on the face of all. 
And to the daunce the fprightly minftrels play. 
Each feem'd as fportive as the wanton jay. 
The dame, who owa^d the houfe, was pafiing old, 
And had, it feems, that morning dealt away 
To her kind grandfon many bags of gold, 

Who took a bonnibel to haven and to hold. 
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XV, 

The bride was named Viola the fair, 
The loaded rofiere is not . half fo fweet. 
Aye, aye, quoth I, enfamples are but rart 
To £nd fo many charms in one difcreet ; 
With you, fair lafs, I mean not now to treat. 
The ipringal was in wholfefome luftihed. 
And him by name of Pamphiius they greet ; 
He was to doughty chevilance ybred. 

Yet oft in courtly hails the a6dve meafurc led, 

XVI. 
The auncient dame they do Avara call, 
And much flie hobbled as fhe trod the ground ; 
Yet many angels in her crumenal, 
If fair report fpeaks true, were always found. 
Wliere riches flow, there virtues too abound. 
Her pannikel was as a badger grey. 
And, as fhe walk'd the company around, 
It nodded with fuch force, that, by my fay, 

I thought it meant to fly from her old crag away. 

xvir. . 

The lofty roof was fretted o'er with gold. 
And all around the walls depeinten were 
With many hiftories of times of old. 
Which brought not muchel credit to the fair. ' 
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[ '37 ] 

There Leda held her fwan, with fliouldcrs bare. 
And here the dame of Ephefus was found, 
Lick other dames, whom my kind tongue (hall Ipare, 
And here ftood Helen for her charms renown*d, 

Who foon her lord forfook, when fhe a leman found. 

XVIII. 
And many a beauteous dame and courtly knight 
Came there the nuptials for to celebrate : 
Some vers'd to wing from bow the nimble flight, 
Some the near foe with brondir'n to amate ; 
Me too they welcome to the hall of flate ; 
With bel accoil they wifhed me to take 
A round or two, and choofe me out a mate : 
But my fond love, which nothing could aflake^ 

Caus'd me to flight them all, for Columbella's fake. 

XIX. 
And now to artful fleps the floor rebounds, 
In graceful eafe the fhining beavys move. 
The noice like thunder at a diflancc founds. 
Mean time I fat beneath a proud alcove, 
And told Avara gentle tales of love. 
Thought I, in eld the paflions are more tame. 
And here by craft I may fuccefsful prove ; 
For fhe perforce muft now be void of blame 

As wife Ulyffes' wife, Penelope by name. 
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XX. 

Ne wants fhc gelt, which oft the mind miilcads 
To a6^ions which it otherri'ife would ihun* 
The courtier lyihc, if right report arccds, 
Will unawhap'd to feize his vantage run ; 
And fo will mofl men underneath the fun ; 
Or be they patriot call'd, or bard, or knight ; 
But when they once the gilded prize have won, 
They feek to clear their name, with (hame bedight : 

Befits to fcour the fteel, when ruft offends the fight. 

XXI. 
At every \vord I faid (he look'd alkauncc. 
Then faid, in unfoot whifpers, Fyc ! Sir, fyc ! 
And turn'd as though (he fcem'd to mind the daunc^ 
Nathlefs on me flie cafl a languid eye : 
Bliil by thy form, my liefeft life, quoth I, 
Caft your bclgards upon an humble flave ; 
From love, alas 1 in vain my heart would fly ; 
Then with a word thy quailing leman fave, 

For if you frown, perdie, you doom me to the grave, 

XXII. 
It happ'd by chaunce flie faw a golden heart 
With flaming diamonds around beiet ; 
This, the whole guerdon of my tedious finart| 
.1, on a time, from Coliimbel did get. 
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As fimple birds are caught in fowler's net, 
An4 'caufe they fee no danger, none they fear ; 
Ev*n fo Avara her eyen here did fet, 
And turned round and whiiper'd in mine ear. 
Give me that di'mopd heart: and be mine leman dear. 

xxjn, 

I ftarted from the couch where I was pight, 
And thus I her befpake with muchel rage, 

Avaunt, thou feytor falfe, thou imp of night ! 
I hate myfelf that I Ihould thus engage. 
On any terms to treat with wrizled age- 
So, forth I fiung^ ai}d left thp frowy witch 
To fhare her bed with coachman, groom or page ; 
The caftle too I quit, rnine ire was iicb, 

And out I fet again, though night was dark as pitch* 

XXIV. 

. ... 

But did I here relate, fif Satyrane, 
The many weary miles IVe travelled. 
What dangers I've afToiPd, yet all in vain, 
(For, by my tnifl?, but ill my days I've fped) 
Your hair would ftand upright upon your head. 
Three hundred virtuous females, lide by fide. 
By me to Columbella mufl be led : 
Can you dire6t, m? where for fuch to ride ? 
J fr^nnot, in good footh, the courteous knight replyM. 
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XXV. 

The Squire pHrfuM his talc : 'Tk now three yean 

Since curft Avara's vifage firft I few ; 

Convents I've try'd, but there the lufcious freers 

The fiair-fac*d nuns to fornication draw ; 

Nor palaces are free from Cupid*s law; 

Hi* darts are fiercer than the levin-brond ; 

Few, very few, there *fcape his mighty paw ; 

And thofe in golden palls, who proudly flond, 
fiad lever kifs their love's, than Kefar's royal hond. 

XXVI 

Fair Jenny of the mill I flrove to win. 

And her benempt Paftora of the dale ; 

But they bilive agreed with me to fin ; 

One a&'d an owch, and one a watchet ml. 

Some wi£h o'er every female to prevail ; 

Mj hope, my conqueft is to be deny'd. 

The ftagc I've try'd, but there my proje6h fail ; 

For there is fcarce a fingle wedded bride 
Bnt doth her hufband's noul with horns of ront provide. 

XXVI r. 

As conthM fiflicrs at the benty brook, 

Fy various arts aflbt the feely fry, 

Now wriggling worms, now pafre conceals the hook, 

And now the}* hide it T^-ith a colour'd fly ; 
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This takes the perch, and that the tench's eye ; 
So different nymphs a different charm invites. 
Some yield for vantage, fome for vanity ; 
A fong.this one, a daunce that maid delights: 
Man throws the wimble bait, and greedy woman bites. 

' xxvin/ 

Wi^ forrow overhent, the other day 
I laid n\y weary limbs adown to reft. 
Where a tall beech o'erfpread the duiky way ; 

. My noyous thoughts a dream awhile fuppreisM, 
Oft weighty truths are in this garb ydrels'd. , 
Grant that it {o may happen unto me; 
Then joyance once agam Khali footh thb breaH^ 
My pining foul ihall be froip anguiih free,. 

And I ihall .tafie true bills, dear Columbel, with thee« 

XXIX. \. 

Methought I faw a figure fair and tall. 
And gentle fmiles fat dimpling on her hcCf ^ 
Yet feemed of a beauty, nought at all, 
*Ti}l much beholding did improve each grace ; 
At length fhe feem'd too fair for human race. 
Her kirtle white might vie with winter ihows, 
Ne could you aught of her fair bofom trace, 
Nought but her face would flie to fight expofb. 

So modeft m^den wends, the firanni^n mucbel ihows« 
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With vifagc bland methought (he hailM mc oft i 
** Nc fear, quoth fhe, a female's mild requcft, 
** The bark by tempers that is whirl'd aloft, 
••At length, the tempeft o*er, enjoyeth reft. 
•* My name is Chailit)^, though out of queft 
♦* With modern dames, yet thou (halt ftiU furvty 
** A clime where beauty is with virtue bleft- 
•• Good fortime fpeed you on your happy way ; 

•* Go, gentle Squire of Dames, and here no longer flay* 

XXXL 
** To fairy lond your inftant journey bend, 
♦* There Columbel may find her will obey*d; 
** There Chaftity may boaft of many a friend, 
•* She vifits there each rofy-featur'd maid. 
•* Go on, nor be by former toils affrayM : 
•* Go, where yon oaks di^lay their vcrdarit pfidei 
•* 'Till, from the mountains torn, and ftripp'd of (hadci 
•* On Neptune's billows they triumjHiant ride, 

•* Protect their happy lond, and conquer all befide* 

XXXII. 
•* Hail, happy lond ! for arms and arts renown'd, 
** For blooming virgins free from loofe defire ; 
** A Drake, a Bacon, there a birth-place found^ 
*• And chafte Eliza time fhall e'er admire : 
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•• The hero wields the fword and poet's lyre ; 
•* This Sidney knew, who ftill with luftre fliines, 
•* For whom Dan Spenfer wak'd the warbling quire, 
*^ And many more whole names might grace his lines ; 
** There round the warriour's palm, the lover's myrtte 
** twines." 

xxxiir. 

At this I woke, and now refolv'd to brave 
The utmoft perils for my Columbel : 
For, know, I mean to crois the briny wave^ 
Where Albion's chalky cliffs the fea repel : 
And, if no mage have laid the magic fpell, 
Perchaunce my lot may be at length to find 
Three hundred nymphs, who wicked love can qucil ; 
If not, I mull defert all womankind. 
And, what me mod amates, leave Columbel behind. 

XXXIV. 
The Squire of Dames furceafed here his fay, 
And forth he yode to feek the Britifh iile, 
Sir Satyrane prick'^i on his dapple-grey, 
Ne aught fbrefwonk he travell'd many a mile 
To fpend his days in hardiment and toil : 
But firft in- courteous guife they bid farcvell^ 
As well befits men bred in courtly foil. 
Now how the Squire has fped, or ill, or well, 
A future camo may, perhaps, at leifure t^lU' 

XXXV, For 
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XXXV. 

For fee, how Phoebus welketh in the weft, 

My oxen from their yoke I mufi: untye. 

The collar much has chaufd theu* tender cheft, 

. Who labours much the fweets of reft fhould try. 
To thfcir warm nefts the daws and ravens fly 
Deep in the ruin'd dome or dulky wood ; 
And beafts and birds faft lock'd in flumber lye. 
Save the fell bat, that flutters out for food. 

And the foqthfaying owl, with her unlovely brood. 



C A N T O II. 

ARGUMENT. 

T/je Squire he lights on Bon-vivant, 
^ WI99 1V0HS in Fairy fiil^ 
Then nnrws in Merlin*/ magic glafs . 
AJight that ends his toil. 

I. 

TO gain the point to 'v^hich our foul afpi^es 
We nourilh toil, and reek hard labour fweet ; 
For this, thro' Greenland's frofts, or India** ftres, 
The hardy failors death and dangers meet ; j 
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A»i tbe prow chieftain, bol^ tfaao diicreee^ 
lb blood imbru'd purfues the martial firajr. 
And lovtn eke through life'i loud tempers beat. 
Led on by hope» that never-dying ray; 

tidpe wantons in her breaft^ and itoiwi with floir'ii die 
way* 

ili 
Ami fure of all mankind the Squire of Damet 
Shall (land the firft enfiunple of true love» 
Who aye^ untouch'd by ai^ foreign fianies, 
PkdJMTv'd hit paffion for his gentle dove. 
Bluih, modem youths, whofe pulfes quickly move, 
Foodty you glote upon the witching fair : 
Yet, when a fweet enjoyment once you prOra, 
You leave the nymph intan^td in the fhare, 

Ber tnn flow trickling down, h«r fingults pierce the air, 

m. 

O tUnk of trani|K>rts which ye wfaih»m tafied. 
And let the g^d remembrance charm your noaad, 
Be not the fruits of joyment quiakly waited|» 
And to your heart her happy image bind : 
Think what ihe npierits who whilear was kindy 
tior by inconfta ncy heR peace deftroy ; 
Inoonftancy, thf^t OKaift^ foil and blind, 
that, ymoif faad oC eveiy paffing toy, 
Incaada doMk lit laia ddi|^t, and poifent s^ 
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IV. 

Return we now unto our gentle youth, 
Whofe little bark daunc'd lightly on the main, 
His breafl divided atween joy and ruth; 

'■ Now gay ideas wanton in his brain. 

Now woe-begon his heart is rent in twain, ■ 
On his fuccefs depends his Columbel ; 
And now he hopes, and now deiponds again ; 
The various turns of mind, when thou^ts rebel, * 

Sure pen mote neVr defcribe, and none but lovers tdl* 

V. 
Methinks I fee him on the beechy fbt>nd. 
Where Neptune's waves affrap the llurdy pier ; 
His hardy fteed neighs at the fight of lond, 
In all adventures a moil Biithful feer ; 
And through that city ■ he doth quickly fleer. 
Which Ethelbert to holy Auflin gave : 
The kings of Kent did erft inhabit here, 
Here haughty Becket funk into the grave. 

Here thro* the fmiling meads Stourc rolls his dimpling ' 

VI. 
Long travell'd he, nc ventur'd to afTay 
The nymphs he met, for much he was afFray'd 
To bribes or pray'rs few women would cry nay; 
At flatt'rj's tongue full oft will virtue fade : 

•n Cantcrbur)-. 



m ft 
• 



[ H7 3 

What fhall he do ? to win his lovely maid 
He muft three hundred virtuous females find» 
Perdie, quoth he, my fortune be eflayM, 
m boldly try the ftrength of womankind : 
For craven hearty they fay, ne'er won fair lady's miiid* 

vn. 

So on he prick'd, and from a rifing ground 
Difcem'd before him, in a diftant vale, 
A cafile fair i and auncient oaks around 
Did to the breeze their lofty heads avail ; 
A filver ftream refrelh'd the fragrant dale ; 
Their ledden loud fat oxen did repeat, 
And nibUing fheep difplay'd their {leeces pale. 
The woodbine ihed an odor matchlefs fweet, 
V^d to their {ntient dams the frifting lambkins bleat* 

vin. 

To that fame caiUe our adventurer yode, 
Tbe ineriy birds him welcomed on the way. 
An hundred flowers aiimail'd the winding road^ 
u^fAnd all wa« bright) and all was paffing gay; 
You would have fworn it was the month of May, 
Withoutcn drad he thunders at the gate, 
Who wons within, or giant, knight, or fay, 
Shal ne'dr, ih footh, our imp of fame amate : 
Unto the fummons loudtheportai opens fbrit. - 
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*' Or wear he red crofs-fioles, or paynim pall< 

With that he lad him with a courtly air 

Into a chamber deck*d fbi; feafl and ball; 

And thguj^ no tedes or tapers glimmer'd there, 

Yet ail within Was bright, as all without was fair* 

XII. 
A» at the clofe of an hot iummer's day, 

Whdk Phcebus in the wi!ft defeits the fty. 

Bright (beams of light along the aether playt 

And though his fi'ry orb forfake our eye. 

The beamy guihes gild each object nigh ; 

- Tbe^ painted meads are tingM with golden li^t. 
And rhiers roll their glittering waters by ; 
So in this houfe of joy with eafe you might 

fcluhre celeftial rays, that cherifh'd human fight* 

XIU. 
The Squire of Dames hit jolly hoft iakw'df 

And Bon-mant his hqnd in firiendihip preft'd ; 

'* Come, fit thee doitn, and taile our choiteft food; 

** VlTe entertake, quoth he, no vulgar gueft. 

*' £nur'd to toil, come tafte the fweets of reft, 

** Doff thy hard arms, /hisTamite garment wear» 

' *« This better far thai/ mail fhall bind thy breaft» 

** This coronal ihall deck thy auburn hair; 

^* t\ilk the briik groblet round, and drown intruding care* 
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XIV. «• 

'* For us the lark attunes his morning fong, 

^«« For us the.fpring depeints her eveiy flower, 

*^ To.ibotb our ileep yon fountain pwls along, 

** An4 oaks to (hade us twine into a bow'r, 

** The penfive bard fits many a watchful hour^ 

** In ditty fweet, to carol forth our praife : 

^* While valour fpends his days in dole and fbur« 

•'We, Wfcrwc, undying trophies raife 

*^ To ever-blooming blifs, ne reek what wiidom IkyUm 

XV. 
** Wifh iprightly notes we make the welkin ring, 

*^ In mazy daiuice we tread the chequ^'d ground^. 

** To yielding nymphs tranfported ftiepherds fing^ . 

*' Ne.hard misfare emongft our train is found. 

** The fimple fwain, who looks with cark afloun'4 

^^ Becauf&liisieman ill rewards his care, 

•* Oh, let him ftond to all a lout renown'd, 

•^ Ne gibing fcom her twitting bords forbear ; 

* * Are there not other nymphs lefs coy, and full as fair ? *• • 

XVI. 

At tjiis the Squire wex'd pale, ** Nq eath it is, 

I' Moft courteous knight, he cry'd, far to remove 
" The thoughts of her in whom we place all blifs.*' 
. Qpoth Bon-vivant, "What, then thou art in love?'* 
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«* That I fusK^fo thefe many, fingults prove/* » 

RetumM the Squire. L* Allegro then reply'd, 
*' ThouMft. better wend to yonder willow grove, 
*^ Where ihoals of lovers hanging fide by fide, 
^* Feed the vile cairion crows, and heighten female pride." 

Witb that TijB braft into a icomful langh, 

And much aEafh'd'appear'd bur conftant Squire ; 

The other fport^l the l>ripe vintage quaff. 

While thus ike ipringal ; ^ ^ Yes^ J do afpire » 

<' To love.tb^r^ref^ of the female qture. , «' 

** Three hunfiredtvirtuous damiels in this ifle * - 

** I.«ame to &id«'' *^ Perdie, your odd defire, > 

^* Qpoth Boiv-yivant, • will aik thcje muchel toil ; 

** And thoufhait travel too full many a weary mile; *- 

. XVIII. -^ 
** *Tis not enough the condud of the fair - », 

** Is form'd by frowning virtue's flridefl leer : 

** The blatant-beafi: does here in pieces tear - ■* 

** The fame, of thofe ybred in fchool fev^re ; . : j 

** His rankling tongue throughout the rolling ycac.i 

• * With h^lfSul venom every thing confumes ; . . . ^ 

*' VVliere l^u^.>fplendor gilds our northern fph^ii 

** He flyly ereep«, and to deftrudion dooms .1 

** The honouE-of tlie fpring, and wifdom'i early blooms. 

XIX. : 

** The brindled lyon in the lonely wood 

«* Hides" his grim afpe^t from tlie fight of men ; 

K 4 " The 
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•< The paideUs and libbani'fl jotted braid 
^' Refide contented in fequeflor'd den; 
** Not to the Uatmit-beafty he Imt in ken 
** Of the proud city or weU«peo[4ed tomi| 
** Thence with detefled fiiiy he win len, 
*^ Ne fpare die prdate's lawni, or monarch's CMWM 
** AU £utt alike with him^ for all he tunliledi doM. 

<< What then avaib it fo be fair or wStf 

•< Or what avaib it to be warlike knight^ 

** Where-e*er the monfler cafis hit fi^ ejea, 

** Each grace, each Tirtoe fickeni at the ifjb^ 

*< Then, goodlj Squire, viitil the monuBg^ l^ht 

** Qlfaff the thick darknefs of die n^^ tvirayi 

** And, when the nMum fhall rife, in anna bedig|ht 

*' Proceed, and luck attend 3^)11 on your ynj; 

^^ Algates vft wifh ix| truth with us you'd ever fby.** 

5fXI. 
The Squire agfees, but vows, when rifing mom 

Shall gild the glitt'rand portals of the eaft, 

Hhnfelf he will in habergeon adorn. 

And feek around the iile the blatant-beafl : 

Meat| while in buxom toirth they fpend the feaft^ 

HI fares the mortal man too much who knows ; 

Oft fhall he wifh himfelf from thought releaft ; 

The fiital knowledge in his bofom glows, 

And man his golden refi, and murders foft repofet 
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Hr diuatideer now cy'd the riiing day, 

Jktd ciil'd dame Faitlet from her vetdgr bed; 

Nofir fnkcM Phofpher ipreads hit g^esuxqr n^, 

Aad the pak oioon coacealM her^fiH^WLhcKd ; 

The cattle bnmre th6 lawn with dew beQuieady 

Wajic emy lufti fropn out the buftett ffiet. 

Then to the field our iorer tfbed ; 

Bot" ikep had iealM 1' AllegroS droufy ejrety 

UMui Bon^nraitt alfe in downy ihnuber lies. 

XXIII. 
OurS^wre, wkhoaten drad, purfu'd hit way, 

JVnd loc^'d aroiuid to ipy thit monfler fell, 

And many a weU conceited roundelay 

He iimg in honour of his Columbel : 

Mote be, perchaunce, defiroy this {pawn of hdl. 

How eafy were the tafk to him affign'd ! 

The lend of Fairy doth each lond excel ; 

View there the paragons of womankind ; 

^ View the bright virgins there, and leave thy heart behind. 

XXIV, 
* Ah! lever (hould*fi thou try the females there 

Than thus unwife another courie purfue; 

There every nymph is innocent as fair: 

Try what I here advance, you'll find it true. 

Hard is our fate while blifs in hopes we few. 

Some deadly fiend to blaft our joy appears; 

Contentment fweet, alas! is known to few. 

Thus 
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IV. 

Return wc now unto our gentle youth, 

Whofe little bark daunc'd lightly on the main, 

His breaft divided atween joy and ruth; 
' Now gay ideas wanton in his brain. 

Now woe-begon his heart is rent in twain, • 

On his fuccefs depends his Columbel ; 

And now he hopes, and now defponds again ; 

The various turns of mind, when thoughts rebel^ - 
Sure pen mote ne'er defcribe, and none but lovtrs tell* 

V. 

■Mcthinks I fee him on the beechy ftrond. 

Where Neptune's waves afFrap the fhirdy pier; 

His hardy fteed neighs at the fight of lond, 

In all adventures a moft Biithful feer ; 

And through that city ■ he doth quickly fleer. 

Which Ethelbert to holy Auftin gave : 

The kings of Kent did erft inhabit here^ 

Here haughty Becket funk into the grave. 
Here thro* thefiniling meads Stourc rolls his dimpling wave. 

VI. 

Long travell'd he, ne ventur'd to affay 

The nymphs he met, for much he was affray'd 

To bribes or pray'rs few women would cry nay ; 

At flatt'ry'a tongue full oft will virtue fade : 

i" Canterbury. 

- . Hi- . . : . . at 



[ 147 3 

What fhall he do ? to win his lovely maid 
He muft three hundred virtuous females find» 
Perdie, quoth he, my fortune be eflay'd, 
m boldly tiy the firength of womankind : 
For craven heart, they fay, ne'er won fair lady's miiid* 

vn. 

So on he prick'd, and from a riling ground 
Difcem'd before him, in a diftant vale, 
A cafile fair : and auncient oaks around 
Did to the breeze their lofty heads avail ; 
A filver ftream refrelh?d the fragrant dale ; 
Their ledden loud fat oxen did rejpeat. 
And nibUing fheep difplay'd their ^eeces pale, 
The woodbine ihed an odor matchlefs fweet, 
And to their {ntient dams the friiking lambkins bleat* 

vin. 

To that fame oafUe our adventurer y6de, 

The inerry birds him welcom'd on the way. 

An hundred flow'rs attmaii'd the winding road^ ' 

:<^llftnd all wa« bright, andall was paffinggay; ■: 
You would have fworn it was the month of May. 
Withouten drad he thunders at the gate, 
Who wons within, or giant, knight, or fay, 
Shal tie'dr, ih footh, our imp of fame amate : 

Unto the fumnions loud* the -portal opens fbrit. - 
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IX. 

And forth there iflued the fenefchal. 

Of middle age he was, if right I weeo^ 
He was in perfosage both plump and tall^ 
Ne ieemed he to taile of dol'rons teen, 
Ne wrinkle deep was on his forehead feen. 
But jovifiuonce £it balking on his brow, 
At every word he i^ke, he fmil*d at-ween. 
His temples were ycrown'd with mjrde bough. 
And virelays he fong with matchleft grace, I vow. 

X. 

** Whoever thou art, thrice welcome to thefe plains^ 

** Where bitter dole ne'er ibows her hatefiilhead, 
•« Good-feUowfli^ wons here, and free finom pains 
s« Both youth and eld the paths of pieafiirp tread; 
** Catch flying blifs, ne be by aj^ght fbreiai^ ; 
** Think that tUs life is but a little fpan ; 
^^Thenlan^, andfport, and fltun all 4reiyhed, 
** Thy rolling da^s in prefem pleafiires plan, 
^* Come, ^end thy hours in jcy, tboufittofmoftai 

*< Enow*ft thou sttf name i I am TAUcgro hight» 
'* Let me coodud thee to our jovial hall, 
** Where Boa-vivant in revels4pendt the aigfaty 
** Who bids a hearty welcomls unto all. 
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•• Or wear he ltd crofs-^iVoles, or paynim pall." 

With that he lad him with a courtly air 

Into a chamber dedfd % feafl and ball; 

And thOQj^ no tedes or tapers glimmer*d there^ 

Yet aU within wai bri^^t, as all without was fair* 

XII. 
A» at the dole of an hot ibnuner's day. 

When Fhosbus in the weft deferts the fty, 

Irig^t fireamt of light along the xther play. 

And though his fi*ry orb forfake our eye. 

The beamy guihes gild each object nigh ; 

' Tbe^ pamted meads are ting'd with golden light, 
Aai rivers roll their g^itt'ring waters by ; 
So m this houfe of joy with eafe you might 

Iklttive celefttal rays, that cheriihM human ii^t* 

xm. 

The Squire of Dames hit jolly hoft fiikvr'df 
And Bon-Tivant his hqnd in friendihip preis'd ; 
'* Come, fit thee dairn, and taile our choieeft fixKl; 
*' We enteruke, quoth he, no vulgar gueit. 
** £nur*d to toil, come tafte the fweets of reft, 
** Doff thy hard arms, ^is famite garment wear, 
** This better far thai/ mail (hall bind thy breaft, 
** This coronal ihall deck thy auburn hair; 
^* Pufti the briik groUet round, and drown intruding eare< 
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XIV. . I 

*< For us the lark attunes his mommg fong, 

^«< For us the.fpring depeints her every flower^ 

*^ To.iboth our fleep yon fountain pufb along^ 

<^ An4 oaks to (hade us twine into a bow'r, 

•* The penfive bard fits many a watchful hour^ 

** In ditty fweet, to carol forth our praiie : 

«< While valour ipends his days in dole and ilour^ 

•* We, wjlerwe, undying trophies raife 

** To ever-blooming bliis, ne reek what wiidom 1ky»m 

XV. 
** Wi(h iprightly notes we nuke the welkin ring, 

^' In mazy daunce we tread the chequer'd grouQd^. . 

** To yielding nymphs tranfported fhepherds fing^ . 

*' Ne.hard misfire emongft our train is found. 

** The fimple fwain, who looks with cark afloun'4 

*^ Becaufediis ieman ill rewards his care, 

•* Oh, let him ftond to all a lout renown'd, 

*f Ne gibing fcom her twitting bords forbear ; 

* * Are there not other nymphs lels coy, and fiill as fair ? '• 

XVI. 
At tjiis the Squire wex'd pale, ^^ Ne eath it is, 

I* Mofl courteous knight, he cry'd, far to remove 

•* The thoughts of her in whom we place all blifs.'* 

. Qpoth Bon-vivant, ** What, then thou art in love?' 
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«* That I fUQE^.fa thefe many, fingults prove," » 

RetumM the Squire. L* Allegro then reply'd, 
** ThouMft. better wend to yonder willow grove, 
*' Where fhqals of lovers hanging fide by £ide, 
* * Feed the vile caxxion crows, and heighten female pride.'' 

With that IvsUraft. into a fcomful laugh, , 

And mticii abaA'd'appear'd our conftant Squire ; 
The other fpprt^l the tiri^c viotagjc qiiafi*. 
While thus f he Jprtngal ; ^ ^ YeS) 4 do afpire > 

<' To loveivtb^^rei^ of the female qmre. ; ** 

*^ Three bnndre^tvirtuous damfels in this ifle » > 

^^i.eameto&KL-" ** Perdie, your odd delire, 
<* Qiioth B9ivyivant, * will aik thqe muchel toil ; 
^^ And'thou|ibaittravel too full many a weaiy mile; ^'' 

XVIIL ^ 

** *Tis not enough the condudof the fair . *» 

** Is form'd by frowning virtue's flridefl leer: 
<' The blatant-beaffc does here in piaces tear - :* 

" The fame, of thofe ybred in fchool fevere ; . . j 
** His rankling tongue throughout the reeling yeai!*l 
** With b^lf^ venom every thing confumes ; . .:i 
*' V^iere t^ufy'^fplendor gilds our northern fpheM 
^^ He (lyly ereepd, and to deflrufftion dooms . . I 

*' The honour-of the fpring, and wifdom'f early blobtts. 

XIX. ■■: 

** The brindled lyon in the lonely wood 

** Hides' his grim afpee^ from, the fight of men ; 
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*' Then^ fO0dlf Sqnc, wSdK 
^ Qpir Ae tkidk dbrlmefii of dbe 
^ And, wheo the moni ArJI rife, in 
^ P!foo09d, sod bck sttoid yf^ €b 
^ Alfatct ffc wifli m truth with us joa'd eicr flsf ." 

3PCL 

The Squire agiect^ but vo«rs, when rifing mon 

Shell gild the glirt'rand portals of the eaft, 
HhfiMf he will m habergeon adorn. 
And feek aroimd the Me the blatant-beni : 
McMi while in boxom tnirth Aef %icnd Ae feaft. 
Ill faret the mortal man too much who knows ; 
Oft Aiall he wiih himfelf from thought releaft ; 
The Altai knowledge in his boibm glows. 
And man his f;olden reft, and murders foft 
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XXH; 

Mr Ckiumkleer now cy *d the rifing day, 

j^ni ctU'd dune Faitlet fixMn her vttcb^r bed; 

Now wikcfiil Fbofpher ^-eads hit ^amjr ny^ 

Aad the pale ttiooii conceal'd her fiRfoiLhaKl ; 

T]k cattle bfoittt thft lawn with dew bei^Mready 

Vide cvtfy bihl fiiiin oiu the biiilt^ 

TfKfi to die field oiir lovtr ifibed; 

Btt" ffleq> had ieal'd rAl^[ix>S droufy qrety 

Jild Boii«Tmtit aift i& downy fhniber lies, 

XXIII. 
OurS^wire, wkkomeii drad, porfit'd his way, 

And lookVi aromid to Ipy this monfier fell, 

And many a well conodled roundels^ 

He fiiog in bcmoor of his Cdumbel : 

Mote he, perchaunce, deftroy this (pawn of hdl. 

How eafy were the taik to him affign'd ! 

The lend of Fairy doth each iond excel ; 

View there the paragons of womankind ; 

Yiew the bright virgins there, and leave thy heart behind* 

XXIV. 
* Ah! lever (hould'fi thou try the females there 

Than thus unwife another courie piufue; 

There every nymph is innocent as fair: 

Try what I here advance, you'll find it true. 

Hard is our' fate while blifs in hopes we few. 

Some deadly fiend to blafl pur joy appears; 

Contentment fweet, alas ! is known to few« 

Tho* 
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Thus for awhile the fun the welkin chears, 
But foon he hiclea hit headf and mdtrrin 

Life is a fbene of conteck and diftrefs, 

Ne is itidoger than a winter's da^; 

And ftiall we make pur few. enjoyments leli f . 

Far from my cot, thqii blatant-beaft,- away. 

No hufbancl's noul will. 1 with homs; arrays -. 

^ ... 

Ne fhall my.tongue^ta venom'd malice wreak 
On tuneful bards^.wliop laurel crowne apay ; . , ^^ 

Ne will I *gainft the comely matron fpeak, 
Or draw one pearljr dtop tlown beauty'i tofy cheefc* 

The Squire of Dames rode on with nruchel tine,, 
And, as he call aikaunce his greedy look,. 
He faw empight beneath an auncient pine 
A hoary fliepherd leaning on his crook : 
His falling tears increased the fvfrelling broob : 
And he did figh as he would break his heart. 
■ ** O thou deep-read in forrow's baleful book, 

*' The Squire exclaim'd, areed thy burning fmart; 
** Our dolors grow more light when we the tale impart.'* 

XXVII. 

To whom the fwain reply 'd, ** O gentle youth, 

*' Yon fruitfiil meads my numerous herds poflels'd, 
*' My days roll'd on unknown to pain or. ruth, 
** And one fair daughter my old age yblefs'd. 

** Oh, 
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^^ Oh^J^d you fedci her for tbsiwakeydit&'d -. -i »• 
*• With Urtle tfd with many a coloured ib jog, ; - • 
^< Thy tongue to all the world had then (;onfe&*d,'. '^ 
<^ That&fc w%f^ fheener than the pheafant's wingj > 
^^ And, wheti^raisMIjiQi: voice, no lark &f(x>tq(;vid 

*<• In virtue's. thqws I bred, ;h^.lovqly maid, • . . ,, 
** And fhe right well thenleflbns did purfue; ' 
^* Too wife ftie-wfis to be bjiipaa betra/d-^ -: ^ 
^* But the curft blataflt-be^ft^her form did view. 

I 

M And roupd oui: frfains.did J^prefd a tale-imtfue, 

f* Th^tRofabella, ipurniAg iparriage band, 

** Had felt thofe pang« whidti virgin never knev,.. . .' 

** And thafc&r TOp^^rf^jp0oj^^ltrcpiinix'd; : . 

** He, v\(hd.ip f^bl«. 4P^P.doth 'm A^if pulpit fland. 

' * XXIX. . . 

** N^, nawe., the hellilh mpnftcr has invented, ^^ 

'* How a young fwain on Shannon's banks yboin 

** (Had ndt my Care the deep-laid plot prevented) -; 

** Woulcfcfrwn my arms my Rolabei have bom. 

** Have I not caufe to weep from rifing mom 

i« *'ii\\ Phoebus welketh in the weflern main, 

•* To fee my dearling's fame thus vildly torn ? ) 

** Have I {lot ;cauie to nourifli cndlefs pain ?" 

At this he deeply ii^^'d, and wept full fore again. 

XXX. 
** CurA' be this blatant- beall, reply'd the Squire, 

•* That thus infelh your fea-begirted ille; 

. ** Shew 



^ Sheir me Ins fiice, thit I oaj wreak mine M 
** Upon tbit imp of hdl. this monfler vile.** 
<* Aw«7 fipom hence not psffog lore t mAtt 
*• Mi^ I advife 7011, joahadbetmr^^etid,'^ 
RctmnM the fWaiiiy <* deep-reed m mi^gic-ftyle 
*' There Merlm wont, fiielumtobejrourfirietid; 
** And left you mi& yoiir wiy, myfelf wttl yop attend 



Together now they ftek the hermitage 

Deep in the covert of a ddkf ftade. 

Where in bit dortoar worn the hoa^ fage* 

The mofe-groiro tueet did form a gkxHnf ihade» 

Their mftling le^vft « fidemn imfic made. 

And furies mghtijp ciq^*4 tN i|ivefid gram^ 

And if the tongue of Am h^^ tMh di^taif'd. 

Full many a fpefUe was at midnight feen, 

Tom from his earthly grave, a horrid fight ! I ween* 

3CXXII. 
Ne rofe, ne Yi*let, glads the chearlefi bowVt 

Ne fringed pink from eartb*4 peen boibm glftw^ 

But hemlock dire, and-^eveiy baleful flow'r 

Might here be found, and kAot» of myfHc rue. 

Clofe to the cell fprong^up anaAipcient yew. 

And ftore of imps were oa its bougbl ypif^ 

At his behefls they from its branches fiew, 

And, in a thoufand variout form bedight, 

:'d to the moon's pale wain, and revell'd all the n^t. 

XXXUI. Around 
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xxxni. 

Around tbe cave a, cluft'ring ivy ipreadi 
In wide embrace his over-twining arms, 
Witiiiii^ the wiUs with charaders beipread 
Declar*d the poivVfol fiiroe of incite charaif. 
Here drugs were placM doArud^ive of ail faafitity 
And books that deep fotaritjr could fcaa: 
Here flood a ^^eU that of ha rage difiuns 
Tbe jnounCaia iyon *tiil he yields to maa; 
With many fecrets more, which icarce repeat I 



The Squire of Dames deep eaten ia the oeB ! 
Mfliat will not valiant be^t tor betufy dare? 
His borrel fiate liere bids his firiflwi Suttn-ell, 
Aod home hf w«ub ietitffkiog dufk and care. 
When, loutthgloir wkiabeMMigair, 
The youth Gfjr'd ottt» **0 tbiJ^imsvroedxDl^y 
*^ Voodblafe to cure ma of «qr Ui^ dil^«ir ; 
«' For thou not ooljr an g|0M wife through agt» 
«* But art of mortal man bf fir tfr wifeft ^ge.** 

TlM Ate&i witk i laak bci^ti replyM, 

(For he was bred ilUktmgf IW l Uo us Acir) 
♦* I know to «lte fair raiwM yoiif bride 
«< Ilie blMBI-bMl you tiiiovg^ 
** The fete ^ emiMW INTv dema&ds my viot^ 
M And for awhile daqra i&y prt&Qce here ; 
"« Itoftift tbk caU ni t|bt# agaifi ialc#, 



M tt^gm me Ins fiice, thit I may wreak mine M 
<* Upon tbit imp of hdl, this monfler vile.** 
<* Awvf ficm hence not peffng five a mtttt 
«« Mi^ I advife fou, joa had belter ^^end,*^ 
KctoniM the firain« <* deep«iead m nu^gic-ftyle 
^' There Merlin wont, fiieUmtobejrourfirietid; 
** And left you mi& your wiy, myfelf wfll yop attend.' 



Together now they ftek the hermitage 

Deep in the covert of a duiy g'ade. 

Where in bit dortour wons the hoa^ fage* 

The mofe-groirn tueet did form a gjkxHnf ihade^ 

Their ruftliog lefvft a Memn nniic made, 

And &iries ni|^jr ciqqi*4 tlitt iiwefid gramt 

And if the tongue of &fl^ h^A tnidi di^lay'd. 

Full many a {pe^n wat at midnight feen, 

Tom from his earthly grave, a horrid fight ! I ween* 

3CXXII. 
Ne rofe, ne viMet, glads the cheariels bowV, 

Ne fringed pink from eartb*4i grten boibm grew. 

But hemlock dire, and^^eyeiy baleful flow'r 

Might here be found, and knott of myfHc rue. 

Clofe t<i the cell fprong:up an aAincient yew. 

And ftore of imps were oa its bpugbi ypi|^ 

At his behefls they from its branches fiew. 

And, in a thoiiland variout form bedigbt, 

:*d to the moon's pale wain, and revell'd all the night. 

XXXUI. Around 
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xxxni. 

Around tbe cave a, cluft*nng ivy ipreadi 
In wide embrace his over-twining arms, 
WitMii^ the wiUs with charadierft belpread 
Declar*d the pow'rfbi fiiroe of incite chartng. 
Here drugs wiere phc*d defirud^ive of ail faafitity 
And books that deep foturitjr could fcaa: 
Here flood a ^^eU that of ha tap difiraw 
Tbe jnounCaia iyon *till he yields to maa; 
With many fecrets more, which icarce rq^eat I 



The Squire of Dames deep eaten ia the oeB ! 
Mfliat will not valiant be^t fiir betuty darel^ 
His borrcl fiate iieiie bids his firiflwi fitfevell, 
Aod home hf wcDd» fcabeiltriQf cMc aiid o^ 
When, loutmg loir uriiti a beaiOMiig air. 
The youth Gfjr'd ottt» **0 tbtj^imyvrnedmafsy 
< * Voodblafe to cure ma of «qr tMt dil^Msr ; 
^* For thou not only ait pemtk wife throu^ 9ge^ 
<* But art of mortal aiaa bf fir Ikpwifeft ^ge.*' 

Tim Afe&i witk i laak bd^li feplyM, 

(For he was bxcd ^hlkoMf iMrteous Oew) 

M I know to «lte fair raiwM ywr bride 

«< Ilie blMBI-bMl you tiiiovg^ 

*^ The fate ^eoopiw now demands my viot, 

^^ And tor awhile daqra fi^pt&nce here ; 

"•ItoftiftAfeceUnitMai^iale^, 
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•* What moft^thou lik*ft partake withoutcn fear, 

** Share all my cave affords, nor think I grudge my litear* 

XXXVI. 
** Yet mark my counfd, open not that door, 

** Left thou repent thy follies when too late, 

<* Tth thoufand pangs ihali make thy heart fbll forc^ 

** For horror fcouls behind that heben'gate, 

** And future ills (hall thy dear peace amate; 

♦• There ftands a mirror, wrought by magic leer, 

* * irf Which are read the dark decrees of fete, '' 

*• And whom you wifh to fit©- will ftreit appear, 

** Devoid of art's falfe rnalk, to human eye-fight clear. 

xxxvn. 

** Ah how unlikc^tlJe -godlike man he feem*d 
- ** In this my glafs the'patriot I*ve defcry*d, ' 
** By the vile'rabBfeitient a feint efteem'd ? 
**^He's oft a wretch composM of floth and pride t 
** And Kefars too, fiot Seldom deify*d, 
" M^th other "men thfcir vfee'and follies fhare; 
" And by my mlfrofif the nymph be try'd, 
** It will without referte Ae"truth declare* 
**.Ne flatter head that's CrownM, ne flatter fece that^'s fair. 

** Once more let bicmlvife thfeej gerttle Squire, 
**' Forbear to look at thfs fame m*agic gUJS; 
•* Do not too rafhly into fate etiqtrire— 
** But I to foreign ftroid* a^'faJte maft pafs/^ * ' 



. Th' unweeting youth cryM to himfelf, ' ** Alas ! 
«* WouW«I could know the lot to me affign'd !" 
** Patience, quoth Merlin, doth all things furpais.^ 
Then to his car were winged dragons join'd, 

With'whkh he fails thro* air, and far outftrips the wind. 

XXXIX. 

And now .(he Squire furveys the lonefome cave, 

His wav'ring mind is in a whirlwind toft. 

And noiw the mirror he refohrs to brave, 

And now he finds his boafted conrage loft. 

At length determinM whatfoc'er it coft, 

To fee the g;lais, he darts into the cellf 

And, left his eyes by vild retrait be croft, 

Thrice he invokes his lovely Columbel. 

As Adam fell of yore, the Squire of Dames yfHl, 

XL. 
The hd>tn doors fiill widely he difpUy'd, " 

And faw the lovely queen of all his heart, 

Fair as the lily in Ihe wat'ry glade. 

Bright as fye mprn, and bright withouten art. 

Through every vein he feels a thrillant imart : 

For the dear maid lay on her bed undrefs'd, 

And, may I unreprov'd the truth impart. 

She hugg'd a lufty ftripling to her breaft. 

Whom fhc full dofcly clipp'd, and wantonly carefs'd. 

— XLI. 

•* O fijftifr-fclfe, O wicked imp of night !" • 

Exclaim'd the Squire aftound, ^* ah ! wellaway ! 

«D ** Let 



*^ Let Erebus ia pkchy fide bed^ht 

^ With fiyuleft iprites the fens of men a&af^ 

** And Uot for ever the fair &ce of day. 

** Ye haggard fiikrt^ fiiund my paffing-bell ; 

** Oh! ne'er belie?e« ye youths, what womcii fiqr^ 

«« O loiel loofe, Ohnpicms Columbel!'* 

Then like a ftean to earth full heavily he fell. 

XUI. 
niere (hall we leave him, for my leaky boat 

Lett m the water, and I muft recure 

Her much wotB-hulk, that ibaicely now can floaty 

And moor'd in harbour ihe (hall lide fecuie; 

Then if I can a pilot wife procure. 

Mayhap I may again hoift forth my fiul^ 

And odier hardly voyage endure 

nitou^ flielves and fhallows: now the adverfe gale 

Gfitt me feme time to refl, and loud widijofllMiL 



GLOSSARY^ 

AmaU, cnamd. Kclbri, aa hawk 

Aval^ how letia^'biMidy th«Bler4«lt 

Bwa ik o n , a fwoia Lt&dm, langTw^ 

Blataat-beaftt Jctraaioa ot cttiy l^annikel, ctown «f tbe kcal 

Bii^m,bu1het TorbyM^taWre^trgMW 

BoimiKtyclowaUh cocBfaiuoA Recuic* trnttatis 

Graaicnalj purfc Sib, «i:aMdlt- 

OmuJ, cffoWii ^ gailaad Sbrmn), a Mdb 



foKU 



[c^tUagf > f«H(t Wh^ Ilil5gl»«|i» 

^t, aitow lode, yttt^ 
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On the Death of a Lady's Owl. 

By the same. 

TH E Gwl expires I death gave tlie dreadful word, 
And lovely Anna weeps her fav'rite bird. 
Ve feather'd choir, in willing throngs repair. 
And footh the forrows of the melting fair ; 
In founds of woe the dear -departed greet. 
With cyprefs ftrew, ye doves, the green retreat; 
The fateful raven tolls the paffing-bell. 
The folemn dirge be fu'ng by Philomel ; 
Sir Chanticleer, a chief of hardy race. 
Shall guard from kites and daws the facred place* 
With ycnlr juft tbars a bard fhall mix his own, 
And thus, in artlefs verfe, infcribe the (bone. 

EPITAPH. 
INTERRED within this little fpace . 

The bird of wifdom lies ; 
Leaili hence, how vain is every grace, 

How fruitlefs to be wife. 

Can mortal (top the arm of Death, 

Who ne'er compaffion knew ? 
He * Venus' lover robb'd of breath ; 

He, Anna's darling flew. 

1 Adonis. 

Vol. IV. L Ah, 
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Ah, happy bird, to raife thofe iigha 
Which man could ne*er obtain ! 

Ah,^ happy bird, to cloud thofe eyes 
That fir'd each kneeling fwain ! 

Thrice blefs'd thy life, her joy, her blifs. 
Thrice blefs'd thy happy doom ; 

She gave thee many a melting kife, 
She wept upon thy tomb. 



The VANITY of Human Wishes. 

THE 

Tenth Satire of JUVENAL^ 

IMITATED 

By Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

LET" obfervation with extenfive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each, eager ftrifi:,. 
And watch the bufy fcenes of crowded life ; 
Then fay how hope and fear, defire and hate^ 
O'erfpread with fnares the clouded maze of fate. 
Where wav'ring man, betray'd by venturous pride 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide}, 

« Vcr. x^ii«. 
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As treacherous phantoms in the mifl delude, 
Shuns fancied ills, or chafes airy good ; 
How rarely reafon guides the ftubbom choice, 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the fuppliant voice ; 
How nations iink, by darling fchemes opprefs'd, 
When vengeance liftens to the fool's requeft. 
Fate wings with every wilh th* affli6tivc dart, 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art ; 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows. 
With fatal fweetnefe elocution flows ; 
Impeachment flops the ipeaker's powerful breath, 
And refUefs fire precipitates on death. 

» But, fcarce obfervM, the knowing and the bold. 
Fall in the genVal maifacre of gold ; 
Wide-wafUng peft! that rages unconfinM, 
And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ; 
For gold his fword the hireling ruffian draws. 
For gold the hireling judge diftorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth nor truth nor fafety buys ; 
The dangers gather as the treafures rife. 

Let hifl'iy tell, where rival kings command. 
And dubious title fhakes the madded land. 
When flatutes glean the refiife of the fword. 
How much more fafe the vaifal than the lord, 
Low fculks the hmd beneath the rage of pow'r. 
And leaves the wealthy trajrtor in the Tow*r, 

» Vcr, 12— 2Z« 

L a Untouched 
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Untouched his cottage, and his (lumbers ibund^ 
Though coafifcation's vultiu^s hover round* 

The needy traveller, ferene and gay. 
Walks the wild heath, and fings his toil away. 
Docs envy fcize thee ? crufh th* upbraiding joy, 
Increafe his riches, and his peace deflroy, 
New fears in dire viciffitude invade. 
The ruftling brake alarms, and quiv'ring fhade. 
Nor light nor darknefs bring his pain relief^ 
One ihews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

Yet ° ftill one general cry the Ikies aflkils. 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales ; 
Few know the. toiling ftatefinau's fear or care, 
Th' infidious rival and the gaping heir. 

Once P more, Democritus, arife on earth. 
With chearfiil wiidom and iaftnidive mirth^ 
Sec motley life in modem trappings drefs*d. 
And feed with varied fools th' eternal jeft : 
Thou who could'il: laugh where want enchain'd caprice, 
Toil crufh'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; . 
Where wealth unlov'd without a mourner dy'd; 
And fcarce a fycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or feen a new-made mayor's unwieldy ftate ; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws. 
And fcnates heard before they judg'd a caufe ; 

o Vcr. 2 3—27. P Ver. 2S— 55. 

How 



Hov^wouldfi: thou fhake at Britain's modiih tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? 
Attentive truth, and nature to decry^. 
And pierce each fcene with philofophic eye. 
To thee were folemn toys or empty fliew, 
The robes 6f pleafure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 
Whofe joys are caufelefs, and whofe griefs are vain. 

Such was the fcom that fill'd the fage's mind, 
Renew'd at every glance op humankind; 
How juft that fcom ere yet thy voic^ declare. 
Search eveiy ilate, and canvafs every prayer. 

^ Unnumber'd fuppliants crowd Preferment's ga,tc, 
Athirft for wealth, and burning to be great ; 
Delu£ve Fortune hears th' incefTant call, 
They mount, they fhine, evaporate, and fall. 
On every ftage the foes of peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and infult mocks their end. 
J»ve ends with hope, the finking flatefinan's door 
Pours in the morning worfliipper no more; 
For growing names the weekly fcribbler lies, 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies ; 
From every room defcends the painted face, 
That hung the bright Palladium of the place, 
And fmoak'd in kitchens, or in audions fold, 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 

s Vcr. 56—107. 

Lj For 
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For now no more we trace in every line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form diftorted juftifies the fell. 
And deteflation rids th' indignant wall. 

But will not Britain hear the laft appeal. 
Sign her foes doom, or guard her fev'rite's zeal ; 
Through Freedom's fons no more remonflrance rings. 
Degrading nobles, and controling kmgs ; 
Our fupple tribes reprels their patriot throats. 
And aik no queftions but the price of votes ; 
With weekly libels and feptennial ale, 
Their wifh is full to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, fee Wolfey fland. 

Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 

To him the church, the realm, their pow'rs confign^ 

Through him the rays of regal bounty (hine ; 

Still to new heights his refUefs wifhes tow*r, 

Claim leads to claim, and pow*r advances pow*r ; 

?Till conqueft unrefifted ceasM to pleafe. 

And rights fubmitted, left him none to feize. 

At length his fov'reign frowns — the train of flate 

Mark the keen glance, and watch the fign to hate. 

Whcre-e'er he turns he meets a ftranger's eye. 

His fuppliants fqorn him, and his followers fly ; 

At once is loft the pride of aweful ftate. 

The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate. 

The regal palace, the luxurious board. 

The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 

With 
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With age, with cares, with maladies opprefs'd^ 
He feeks the refuge of monadic reft. 
Grief aids difeafe, remember'd folly fHngs, 
And his lafl Ughs reproach the faith of kings* 

Speak thou, whofe thoughts at humble peace repine^ 
Shall Wolfey*s wcalth^with Wolley*s end be thine ? 
Or liv'ft thou now, with fafer pride content, 
The wifeft juftice on the banks of Trent ? 
For why did Wolfey near the fleeps of fate^ 
On weak foundations raife th' enormous weight ? 
Why but to fmk beneath Misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below ? 

What ' gave great Villiers » to th* aflaffin's knife^ 
And fix'd difeafe on Harley's * clofing life ? \ 

What murder'd Wentworth », and what exil'd Hyde «, 
By kings proteded, and to kmgs ally*d ? 
What but their wifh indulg'd in courts to (hine, 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to refign ? 

When y firft the college rolls receive his name, 
The young enthufiafl quits his eaie for &me ; 

» Ver. i©8 — 113. 

s George Villiers, duke of Buckingham, ftabbedby Felton. 

t Edward Harley, thcfirft earl of Oxford. 

« Thomas Wentwortt^, earl'of Stafford, beheaded lOth May, 1641. 

> Edward Hyde, lord Clarendon, lord chancellor of England. 

y Ver. 114— 132. 

L 4 Through 



"through all hU veihs the fever of renown 
Spreads from the Arong contagion of the gown 9 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours fpread. 
And « Bacon's maniion trembles o'er his head. 
Are. thefe thy views ? proceed, illufhious youth. 
And Virtue guard thee to the throne^of Truth I 
Yet fhould thy foul indulge the gen'rous heat, 
•TUl captive Science yields her lail retreat ; 
Should Reafon guide thee with her brighteft ray, 
And pour on mifly doubt refifUefs day ; 
Should no falfe Kindnefs lure to loofe delight, 
Nor Praife relax, nor Difficulty fright ; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain. 
And Sloth efiiife her opiate fumes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fbps her fatal dart, 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart ; 
Should no Diieaie thy torpid veins invade. 
Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy fhade; 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free. 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee : 
Deign on the paffing world to turn thine eyes, 
And paufe awhile from letters, to be wife; 
There mark what ills the fcholar's life aflail. 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail* 

• 

2 There is a tradition, that, the f^udy of friajr Bacon, built on an jirpli 
over the bridge, will fall, when a man greater than Bacon ihall pafs 
under it. 

Sec 
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pec nation! flowljr wife, and meanly juft, 
To b\iried merit raife the tardy buft. 
%£ dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 
Hear * Lydiat*8 life, and Galileo's ** end. 

Nor deem, when Learning her laft prize beflows, 
The glittering eminence exempt from woes ; 
8ee when the vulgar 'fcape, delpis'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons feize on Laud* 

« A very learned divine and mathematician, fellow of New College, 
Oxford, and re^or of Okerton, near Banbury. He wrote, among many 
pther?, a Latin treatife, Be Natura Coell, and in which he attacked the 
fentiments of Scaliger and Ariftotle ; not bearing to hear it urged that 
fome things are true in philofophy and falfe in divinity. He made 
above iix hundred fermons on the harmony of the evangelifts. Being 
unfuccefsful in publilhing his works, he lay in the prifon of Bocardo at 
Qxford, and the King's Bench, until Biihop Ufher, Dr. Laud, Sir Wil- 
liam Bofwell, and Dr. Pink, releafed him, by paying his debts. He pe- 
titioned king Charles L to be fent in Ethiopia, to procure MSS. Hav* 
ing fpok^ in' favour of monarchy and bilhops, he was plundered by the 
parliament forces, and twice carried away prifoner from his rectory, and 
aftewards had not a ihirt to fhift him in three months unlefs he bor- 
rowed it. He died very poor in 1646. 

^ Galileo, the inventor of the telefcopc, born February 19, 1564, 
and died January 8, 1642, K. S. For afferting the truth of the Coper- 
nican fyftem he was perfecuted by the Jefuits, and confined fome 
years in the Inquifition. By unremitted attention to agronomical pur- 
fuits, lie impaired his eyelight, and pd^ff^ the three concluding years of 
his life in a ftate of total blindnefs. 

From 
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From meaner mindS| though iixialler fines content 

The plundered palace, or fequefter'd rent ; 

Mark'd out by dangerous parts he meets the fhock ; 

And fatal Learning leads him to the Uock : 

Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep ; 

But hear hb death, ye blockheads, hear and ileep* 

The ^ feflal blazes, the triumphal ihow, 
The raviih'd flandard, and the captive foe. 
The fenate*s thanks, the gazette's pompous tale, 
With force refifUefs o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Afia whirl'd. 
For fuch the fteady Romans (hook the world ; 
For fuch in diflant lands the Britons (hine, 
And flain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 
This pow'r has praife, that virtue fcarce can warm, 
'Till fame fupplies the univerfal charm. 
Yet reafon frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wafied nations raife a fmgle name, 
And mortgag'd flates their grandfires wreaths regret. 
From age to age in everlafting debt ; 
Wreaths which at laft the dear-bought right convey 
To ruft on medals, or on flones decay. 

On ^ what foundation flands the warrior's pride, 
How juft his hopes let Swedifli Charles decide ^ ; 

c Vcr. 133— §46. d Vcr. 147—167. 

t Charles the Xllth, king of Sweden. 

A frame 
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• 

A frame of adamant, a foul of fire. 

No clangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 

0*er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 

Unconquer'd lord of pleafure and of pain ; 

No joys to him pacific fcepters yield, 

War founds the trump, he rufhes to the field ; 

Behold furrounding kings their pow'r combine. 

And one capitulate, and one refign ; 

Peace courts his hand, but fpreads her charms in vain ; 

** Think nothing gain'd, he cries, 'till nought remain, 

** On Mofcow's walls till Gothic flandards fly, 

** And all be mine beneath the polar Iky.'* 

The march begins in military flate, 

And nations on his eye fufpended wait ; 

Stern Famine guards the fohtary coaft, 

And winter barricades -the realm of I roll; 

He comes, not want and cold his courfe delay ;— - 

Hide, blulhing Glory, hide Pultowa's ^ day : 

The vanquiili'd hero leaves his broken bands, 

And fhew^s his miferies in diflant lands ; 

Condemn'd a needy fupplicant to wait. 

While ladies interpofe, and Haves debate. 

f The battle of Poltowa, fo fatal to the ambition of Charles the 
Xllth, was fought 29th June, 1709. From that time to November 
1714 the Swedifh hero remained in the Turkifh dominions an exile 
from his country ; while his enemies, taking advantage of his abfence, 
pofleflcd themfelves of fuch part of his kingdom as they had any pre- 
tenfions to claim. 

But 
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But did not Ghancc at length her error mend ? 
Did no fubverted empire mark his end ? 
Did rival'monarchs give the fatal wound ? 
Or hoflile millions prefs him to the ground i 
His foil was dellin'd to a barren flrand, 
• A petty fortrefs, and a dubious hand ; 
He left the name, at which the world grew pale, 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale* 

All ^ times their fcenes of pompous woes afford, 
From Periia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoflility, and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled on his fide, 
Great Xerxes comes to feize the certain prey, 
And flarves exhauded regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
*Till counted myriads footh his pride no more; 
Frefh praife is try'd 'till madnefs fires his mind. 
The waves he laihes, and enchains the wind; 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are ftill beftow*d, 
*Till i*ude refiftance lops the fpreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial fh^w, 
, And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ; 
Th' infulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains^ 
A fingle ikifFto fpeed his flight remains ; 
Th' incumber'd oar fcarce leaves the dreaded cOaft 
Through purple billows and a floating ho ft, 

8 He was (hot at the fiegc of Fredcricklhall, on the ift Dcccmbefi 
1718. h Ver. 168—187. 

The 
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The bold Bavarian >, in a lucklefs hour. 
Tries the dread fiunmits of Cefarean pow*r, 
With unexpeded legions burfts away, 
And fees defencelefs realms receive his fway ; 
Short fway ! fair Auftria fpreads her mournful charms, 
The queen, the beauty, fets the world in arms j 
From hill to hill the beacons roufing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praife ; 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Huflar, 
And all the fons of ravage crowd the war ; 
The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of hafty greatnefs find the fatal doom. 
His foes derifion, and his fubjeds blame, 
And fteals to death from anguifli and from fhamc. 

Enlarge ^ my life with multitude of days, 
In health, in ficknefs, thus the fuppliant prays ; 
Hides from himfelf his ftate, and fhuns to knowy 
That life protrafted is protracted woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to deftroy. 
And fliuts up all the paiTages of joy : 

i On the death H>i Charles VI. emperor of (Germany, which l^ap*> 
pened the 20th of Oftober, 1740, the elector of Bavaria afplred to the 
Imperial diadem, and procured himfelf to be elected and crowned. 
His reign was however Ihott and unfuccefsful. The late cmprefs, fup- 
ported by her allies, overcame every attempt to eftablilh him on the 
hrone ; and in 1745 he died, as is fuppofed, of a bfclccn heart. 

1^ Vcr. 188—288. 

In 
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In vain their gifts the bounteous feafons pOur, 

The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r; 

With liftlefs eyes the dotard views the ftorc, 

He views, and wonders that they pleafe no mere ; 

Now pall the taftelefs meats, and joylefs wines, 

And Luxury with fighs her flave refigns. 

Approach, ye minftrels, try the foothing flrain. 

And peld the tunefiil lenitives of pain : 

No founds, alas I would touch th' impervious ear. 

Though dancing mountains witnefs Orpheus near. 

Nor lute nor lyre his feeble powers attend, 

Nor fweeter mufie of a virtuous friend. 

But everlafting dictates crowd his tongue, 

Perverfcly grave or poiitively wrong. 

The ftill returning tale, and lingering jefl:. 

Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd gueft. 

While growing hopes fcarce awe the gathering Iheer, 

And fcarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; 

The watchful guefts flill hint the lafl offence. 

The daughter's petulance, the fon's expence. 

Improve his heady rage with treach'rous Ikill, 

And mould his paflions 'till they make his will. 

Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 

Xay fiege to life, and prefs the dire blockade ; 

But imextinguifli'd Av'rice ft ill remains. 

And dreaded lofles aggravate his pains ; 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 

His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 

Or 
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Or views his coffers with fufpicious eyes, 
Ualocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temp'rate prime 
Blefe with an age exempt from fcorn or crime ; 
An age that melts in unperceiv'd decay, 
And glides in modeft innocence away ; 
Whofe peaceful day Benevolence endears, 
Whofe night congratulating Confcience chears ; 
The genVal favorite, as the genVal friend ; 
Such age there is ; and who could wifh its end ? 

Yet ev*n on this her load Misfortune flings. 
To prefs the weary minutes* flagging wings ; 
New forrow rifes as the day returns, 
A filler fickens, or a daughter mourns. 
Now kindred merit fills the fable bier. 
Now lacerated friendfhip claims a tear* 
Year chafes year, decay purfues decay, 
Still drops fome joy from with' ring life awayj 
New forms arife, and different views engage. 
Superfluous lags the veteran on the flage ; 
*Till pitying Nature figns the iaft releafe. 
And bids afflided worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like thefe await. 

Who fet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 

From Lydia's monarch (hould the fearch defcend, 

By Solon caution'd to regard his end, 

In life's Iaft fcene what prodigies furprife, 

Fear9 of the brave, and £oilies of the wife ? 

^ Froar 
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FVom Marlb*rough*8 i eyes the flrcams of dotage flowj 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a fhow. 

The "» teeming mother, anxious for her race^ 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face : 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty Ipring j 
And Sedley ^ curs'd the form that pleas'd a king* 
Ye nymphs of rofy lips and radiant eyes, 
Whom Pleafure keeps too bufy to be wife, 
Whom Joys with foft varieties invite 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night, 
Who frown with vanity, who fmile with art. 
And aik the latent fafliion of the heart. 
What care, what rules your heedlefs charms Ihall fdvc^ 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your flave? 
Againft your fame with fondnefs hate combines, 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With diftant voice neglected Virtue calls, 
Lefs heard and lefs, the faint remonftrance falls i 
Tir'd with contempt, Ihe quits the flipp'ry reigti^ 
And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain. 
In crowd at once, where none the paft defend. 
The harmlefs Freedom, and the private Friend* 

1 The celebrated John Duke of Marlborough, 

™ Sir Charles Sctllcy, whofe daughter, afterwards cour.tcfs of Dor* 
chefter, was mlflrcfs to king James II. 

n Ver. 2S9— 345. 

2 The 



Xhe guardiafis )deld, by force fuperior ply'd t 
By Infreft, Prudence*; and by Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Now beauty fells betray'd, defpisM, diftrcft. 
And hiiSng infemy proclaims the reft* 

Where ® then fhall Hope and Fear their objefts find ? 
'Muft dull Sufpence corrupt the ftagnant mind ? 
Muft helplefs man, in ignorance fedate^ 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fete ? 
Mnift no diilike alarm, no wifhes rife, 

No cries attempt the mercies of the flties ? 

Enquirer, ceafe, petitions yet remain. 

Which heav'n may hear ; nor deem religion vain# 

Still raifc for good the fupplicating voice, 

But leave to heav'n the meafure and the choice* 

Safe in his powV, whofe eyes difcern afer 

The fecret ambufh of a fpecibus pray'r, • 

Implore his aid, in his decifions reft, 

Secure, whate'er he gives, he gives the beft. 

Yet when the fenfe of facred prefence fires, 

And ih:ong devotion to the dues afjpires, 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 

Obedient paflions, and a will refign'd ; 

For love, which fcarce collc£live man can fill| 

For patience, fov'reign o'er tranfonited ill ; 

For feith, that panting for a happier feat. 

Counts death kind Nature's fignal of retreat j 

<> Vcr. 346—366. 
Vol. IV. M Thefe 
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Thefe goods for man the laws of heaven ordain, 
Thefe goods he grants, who grants the pow V to gain ; 
With thefe celeftiai Wifdom cahns the mind, 
And makes the happinefi ihe does not findr 

r 

^^ ^A ^5 cC9 ^S t^o ^7 CP ^f ^9 42^ n» <^b (uT ^3 lu^ t^P in* ^^ i^p i^» 
#*% #9% iW'i ^% ^*i JWi ^«^i ^% ^<^i ^*^ ^i«% iw^ JW^ ^«N iw^ *F^ 

The TEARS of OLD MAY-DAY. 

By Edward Loveybond, Efq« 

LED by the jocund train of vernal hours 
And vernal airs, uprofe the gentle May ; 
Bluihing ihe rofe, and blufliing rofe the flow'rs 
That fprung i^ntaneous in the genial ray. 

Her locks with heaven's ambrofial dews were bright, 
And am'rous zephyrs fluttered on her breaft : 

With every fliifting gleam of morning light 
The colours fhifted of her rainbow veft. 

Imperial enfigns grac'd her Imiling form, 
A golden key, and golden wand flie bore ; 

This charms to peace each fullen eaftern Horm, 
And that unlocks the Summer's copious ftore. 

Onward 



Onward in coaibions majety fhe came^ 
The grateful hcHiours of mankind to taite t 

*ro gather feircft wreaths of fiittire fame, 
And blend frefh triumphs with her glories paft* 

Vain hope ! no more in choral bands unite 

Her virgin vot'ries ^ and at early dawn^ 
Sacred to May and Love'« myflerious rite, 

Brufli the light dew'>drops ^ ff om the fpangled lawn* 

To her no more Augufta's ^ wealthy pride 
Pours the full tribute from Potofi's mine; 

Nor frefh-blown garlands village maids provide^ 
A purer off'ring, at her ruflic fhrine* 

No more the Ma)rpole*s verdant height around 
To Valour's games th* ambitious youth advance t 

No merry bells and tabors* fprightlier found 
Wake the loud carol, and the fportive dancCt 

Sudden in pen$ve iadnefs droop'd her head. 
Faint on her cheeks the blufhing crimfon dy'd«-» 

•* O ! chafte vidloriouS triumphs, whither fled ? 
** My maiden honours, whither gone ?'* Ihe cry*d# 

« AUading to the country cuftom of gathering May-dew« 
^ The pUte garlands of London* 

Uz Aht 



Ah! once to &me and bright domiaionboniy 
The Earth and ibEiiiiDg Ocean faw qqc rife. 

With time coeral and the ftar of motn. 
The firfl, the feiieft daughter of the ikies. 

Then, when at heaven's prolific mandate Q^'ung 

The radiant beapa of nw^-created day, 
Celeftial harps, to airs of triumj^.Arung, 
• Hail'd the glad dawn, and angels call'd me M A Y» 

Space in her empty regions heard the found. 
And hills, and dales, and rocks, and valleys rung i 

The fun exulted in his glorious round. 
And fliouting planets in their courfes fung. 

For ever then I led the conftant year ; 

Saw Youth, and Joy, and Love's enchanting wiles j 
Saw the mild Graces in my train appear. 

And infant Beauty brighten in my ihules. 

No Winter frown'd. In fweet embrace ally'd, 
Threcliilcr Seafons danc'd th' eternal green; 

And Spring's retiring foftnefs gently vy'd 
With Autumn's blulh, and Summer's lofty mien. 

Too foon, when man prophan'd the bleflings giv'n^ 
And Vengeance arm'd to blot a guilty age, 

With bright Aftrea to my native heav'n 
I fled, and flying faw the Deluge rage : 



Saw 
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Saw burftiag clouds eclipfe the noontide beams, 
While founding billows from the mountains roU'd^ 

With bitter waves polluting all my ftreams. 
My nedhur'd ftreams, that flow'd on lands of gold» 

Then vanifhM many a fea-girt ifle and grove, 
Their forefts floating on the wat*ry plain : 

Thep, fam'd for arts and laws derived from Jove, 
My Atalantis « funk beneath the main. 

No longer bloom'd primeval Eden's bow'rs, 
Nor guardian dragons watch'd th* Heiperian fteep : 

With all their fountains, fragrant fruits and flow'rs, 
Torn from the continent to glut the deep. 

No more to dwell in fylvan fcenes I deigned, 

Yet oft defcending to the languid earth, 
With quickening powVs the fainting mafs fuftain*d, 

And Wak*d her flumb'ring atoms into birth. 

And every ^cho caught my raptur'd name, 
And every virgin breath'd her amorous vows, 

And precious wreaths of rich immortal &me, 
Show'rM by the Mufes, crown'd my lofty brows* 

But chief in Europe, and in Europe's pride, 
My Albion's fiavour'd realms, I rofe ador'd ; 

And pour'd my wealth, to other climes deny'd, 
From Amalthea's horn with plenty ftor'd. 

c. Sec Plato. 

M 3 Ah 
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Ah me! for now a j^ounger rival claima 
My TavifhM honours, and to her bdong 

My choral dances, and victorious games. 
To h^ my garlands and triumphal ibng« 

O lay what yet untafled bounties flow. 
What purer jojTS await her gentle reigQ? 

Do lilies fairer, vi'lets fwecter blow ? 
And warbles Philomel a fofter flrain ? 

Do morning fu|is in ruddier glory rife ? 

Does evening fiap her with ferener gales ? 
Do clouds drop fatnefs fro|n the wealthier ikies ? 

Or wantons Plenty in her happier vales ? 

Ah ! no : the blunted beams of dawning light 
Skirt the pale orient with unciprtaiq day ; 

And Cynthia, riding on the car pf night, , 
Through plouds embattled faintly wins her way, 

Pale, immature, the blighted verdure iprings. 
Nor mounting juices feed the fwelling flow'r ; 

Mute all the groves, nor Philomela iings 
When filence liilens at the midnight hour. 

Nor wonder, man, that Nature's bafhful face. 
And op'ning charms her rude embraces fear: 

Is fhe not fprung of April's \va3rward race, 
The iickly daughter of th' unripcn'd year ? 
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With fhowVs and funfliine in her fickle eyes. 

With hollow finiles proclaiming treach'roas peace; 

With bluihes, harboring in their thin difguile 
The blaft that riots on the Spiing's increafe* 

Is this the fair invefled with my ipoil 

By Europe's laws, and Senates' Aem command : 
Ungen'rous Europe, let me fly thy foil. 

And waft my treafures to a grateful land : 

Again revive on Afia's drooping fhore 
j^^y Daphne's groves, or Lycia's ancient plain : 

Again to Afric's fultry fands reftore 
Embow'ring ihades, and Libyan Ammon's fane : 

Or hafte to northern Zembla's favage coaft, • 
There hulh to iilence elemental flrife; 

Brood o'er the region of eternal Frofl:, 
And fwell her barren womb with heat and life* 

Then Britain— here fhe ceas'd. Indignant grief. 
And parting pangs her fault'ring tongue fupprefl i 

Veil'd in an amber cloud, fhe fought relief, 
And tears, and iilent anguiih told the refi» 



_ > 
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SONG FOR RANELAGH. 

By Mr. W. Whitehead. 

I. 

£ belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolicfome roun^y 
Pray tell me from whence this indecency fprings. 
The fexes at once to confound : 
' What means the cock'd hat, and the mafculine air^. 
With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes 'were intended to languilh, not flare. 
And Ibftnefs the teft of your fex. 

The girl who on beauty depends for fupport, 

M^y call every art to her aid, 
The bofom difplay'd, and the ptticoat (hort. 

Are fampjcs flic gives of her trade. 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently fmiles. 

And whom Pride has preferv'd from the fnare. 
Should Uily attack us with coynefs and wiles. 

Not with open an4 infolent air. 



III. Tlic 
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The Venus whofe ftatue delights all mankind^ 

Shrinks modeftly back from the view. 
And kindly ihould feem by the artift defign'd 
, To ferve as a model for you. 
Then leam with her beauties to copy her air. 

Nor venture too much to reveal ; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 

And double each charm you conceal. 

IV. 

The blufhes of Mom, and the mildnefs of IMay, 

Ar^ charms which no art can prociu*e; 
O ! be but yourfelves, and our homage we pay. 

And your empire is folid and fure. 
5ut.ifiAinazon-like you attack your gallants. 

And put us in fear of our lives. 
You may do very well for fiftcrs and aunts ; 

But, believe me, you'll never be wives. 
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The Benedicite Paraphrafed. 

By the Rev. Mr. Merrick*. 

I. 

YE works of God, on him alone. 
In earth his footflool, heaven his throne. 
Be all your praife beflowM; 
Whofe hand the beauteous fabric made, 
Whofc eye the finifti'd work furvey'd. 
And iaw that all was good. 

11. 

Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 
Admiring view'd the new-born frame. 

And hail'd th' eternal King ; 
Again proclaim j'^our Maker's praife. 
Again your thankful voices raife. 

And touch the tuneful firing. 

a James Merrick of Trinity College, Oxford. He took the degree of 
M. A. the nth of Nov. 1742, and died at Reading the 5th of January 
.1769- He publiflicd a tranllation of Triphiodorus in 1739, *ndaTer- 
liou of the Pfalms in 1765. 

m. Praife 



m. 

Praifc him, ye blefi'd aetherial plam«. 
Where, in fiill majefty, he deigns 

To fix his awefiil throne : 
Ye waters^ that above him roll. 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole. 

Oh ! make his praifes known ! 

IV. 
Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow'rs, 
Join ye your joyful fongs with ours. 

With us your voices raife ; 
From age to age extend the lay. 
To heaven's eternal Monarch pay 

Hymns of eternal praiie. 

V. 
Coeleflial orj) ! — whofc pow'rful ray 

Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 

Whofe influence all things own; 

Praife him, whole courts effulgent fhine 

With light, as far excelling thine, 

As thine the paler moon* 

VI. 

Ye glitt'ring planets of the fky, 

Whofe lamps the abfent fun fupply. 

With him the fong purfue; 
And let himfelf fubmiffive own. 
He borrows from a brighter Sun 

The light he lcn4s to you. 



VII. Yc 



Te (ho(v*rs, and dews^ whofe moifliire flied 
Calls into life the op'ning feed. 

To him your praifes yield ; 
Whofe influence wakes the genial tnrth» 
Drops £atneis on the pregnant earthy 

And crowns the laughing field. 

VIII. 
Ye winds, that oft tempeftuous fweep 

The ruffled furfece of the deep. 

With us confefs your God ; 
Sec, through the heav'ns, the King of kings, 
Up-bome on your expanded wings, 

Comes flying all abroad. 

IX. 
Ye floods of fire, where-e*er ye flow. 

With jull fubmiflion humbly bow 

To his fuperior pow'r ; 
Who flops the tempeft on its way. 
Or bids the flaming deluge ftray. 

And gives it flrength to roar. 

X. 

Ye fuiBmei 's heat, and winter's cold. 

By turns in long fucceffion roUM, 

The djooping world to chear ; 
jPraife him, who gave the fun and moon, 
To lead the various feafons on , * 

And guide the circling year. 

4 XI. Yc 
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XI. 
Yc frofts, that bind the wat'iy plain^ 

Ye iilent fhow'rs of fleecy rain, 

Purfue the heav*nly theme ; 
Praife him, who fheds the driving ihow; 
Forbids the hardened waves to flow. 

And flops the rapid flream, 

xn. 

Ye days and nights, that fwiftly bom. 
From mom to eve, from eve to morn, 

Altemate glide away; 
Praife him, whofe never-vaiying light, 
Abfent, adds horror to the night, 

But prefent. gives the day, 

xm. 

Light, — from whofe rays all beauty fprings, 
Darknels— -whofe wide-expanded wings 

Involve the duiky globe ; 
Praife him, who, when the heav'ns he fjpread, 
Darknefs his thick pavilion made^ 

And light his regal robe. 

XIV. 
Praife him, ye light'nings, as ye fly, 

Wing'd with his vengeance through the Iky, 

And red with wrath divine ; 
Praife him, ye clouds, that wand'ring ftray. 
Or fix'd by him in clofc array, 

Surround hit aweful fhri^e. 



XV.Exal^ 



Exalt, O earth ! thy heav'niy King, 
Who bids the plants, that form the ipring^ 

With annual verdure bloom ; 
Whbfe frequent drops of kindly rain, 
Prolific fwell the rip'ning grain, 

And blefs thy fertile womb* 

XVI. 
Ye moimtairis, that ambitious rife. 

And heave your fununits to the ikies. 

Revere his aweful nod ; 
Think how you once affrighted fled. 
When Jordan fought his fountain-head. 

And own'd th* approaching God. 

XVII. 
Ye trees, that fill the rural fcene. 

Ye flowers, that o'er th' enamell'd green 

In native beauty reign ; 
O ! praife the Ruler of the Ikies, 
Whofe hand the genial fap fupplies. 

And clothes the imiling plain. 

XVIII. 
Ye fecret fprings, yc gentle rills. 

That jaaiu-m'ring rife among the hills, 

Or fill the humble vale ; 
Fraif& him, at whofe almighty nod 
The rugged rock diffolving flowed, 

And fbrm'd a fpringing well. 

XIX. Praife 
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XIX. 

Praife him, ye floods, and feas profound, 

Whofc waves the ijpacious earth furround, 

And roll from ihore to fhore; 
Aw'd by his voice, ye feas, fublide, 
Yc floods, within your channels glide. 
And tremble and adore. 

XX. 

Yc whales, that ftir the boiling deep. 

Or in its dark reccflfes fleep. 

Remote from human eye ; 
Praife him, by whom ye all are fed, 
Praife him, without whofe heav'nly aid 

Ye languifli, ^int, and die. 

XXI. 
Ye birds, exalt your Maker's name. 

Begin, and with th' important theme 

Your artlefs lays improve; 
Wake with your longs the riling day. 
Let mufic found on every ipray. 

And fill the vocal grove. 

xxn. 

Praife him, ye beads, that nightly roam 
Amid the folitary gloom, 

Th' expe6lpd prey to feize ; 
Ye flaves of the laborious plough, 
Yoiu* flubbom necks fubmiffive bow. 

And bend your weary 'd knees. 



(^ 
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xxm. 

Tc fons of men, his praife difplay. 
Who ftampt his image on your clay. 

And gave it powV to move ; 
Ye, that in Judah'a confines dwell. 
From age to age liicceffive tell 

The wonders of his love. 

XXIV. 

Let Levi's tribe the lay. prolong. 

Till angels liften to the fong, 

And bend attentive down : 
Let wonder feize the hcav*nly train. 
Pleas 'd, while they hear a mortal ilrain. 

So Iwcet, fo like their own. 

XXV. 

And yoB, your thankful voices join. 

That oft at Salem's facred Ihrine 

Before his altars kneel ; 
Where thron'd in majefty he dwells. 
And from the myilic cloud reveals 

The dictates of his will. 

XXVI. 
Ye Ipirits of the juft and good. 

That, eager for the bleft abode. 

To heav'nly manfions foar : 
O ! let your fongs his praife difplay, 
^ ^^ T-ill heav'n itfelf fliall melt away, 

And time fhall be no more. 

XXVIL Praii 
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xxvn. 

Fraife him, ye meek and humble traixii 
Ye faints, ^om his decrees ordain, 

The boimdlefi biifi to (hare ; 
O! prai&him, till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day. 

And reign for ever there. 

xxvnr. 

Ixt us, who tk6w impalfive (land, 
AwM by the tyrant^ Itern command^ 

Amid the fiery blaze : 
While thus we triumph in the flame. 
Rile, and our Maker's love proclaim. 

In hymni of endlefi praife. 



An ODE TO FANCY. 

By the sams» 

FANCY, whofe deludons vaia 
Sport themfelves with human brain, 
Rival thou of Naturc*8 pow*r, 
Canft, from thy exhaufUels (tore. 
Bid a tide of forrow flow. 
And whebn the foul in deepeft woe : 
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Or, in the twinWing of an eye, 
Raife it to mirth and jollit}'. 
Dreams and (hadows by thee ftand. 
Taught to run at thy command, 
And along the wanton air 
Flit like empty GoUimer. 
Thee, black Melancholy of yore 
To the fwift-wing'd Hermes bore ; 
From the mixture of thy line. 
Different natures in thee join. 
Which thou chufeft to exprefs • 
By the variance of thy drefs. 
Now like thy lire thou lov'fl to fe«m, 
Light and gay with pinions trim. 
Dipt in all the dyes that glow 
In the bend of Iris* bow : 
Now like thy mother drear and fad, 
(All in mournful veflments clad, 
Cyprefs weeds and fable ftole,) 
Thou ruflieft on th' aflfrighted foul. 
Oft I feel thee coming on, 
When the night hath reach'd her noon. 
And darknefs, partner of her reign, 
Round the world hath bound her chain, 
Then with mcafur'd flep and flow, 
In the church-yard path I go. 
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And while my outward fenfes flcep, 

Loft in contemplation deep, 

Sudden I ftop, and turn my ear, 

And lift*ning hear, or think I hear. 

Firft a dead and fuUen found 

Walks along the holy ground ; 

Then through the gloom alternate break 

Groans, and the ftirill fcreech-owPs fiiriek, 

Lo I the moon hath hid her head, 

And the graves give up their dead : 

By me pafe the ghaftly crowds, 

Wrapt in viiionary Ihrouds ; 

Maids, who died with love forlorn. 

Youths, who fell by maiden's fcorn, 

Helplefs fires, and matrons old 

Slain for fordid thirft of gold, 

And babes, who owe their ihorten'd date 

To cruel ftep-dames ruthlefs hate : 

Each their fev'ral errands go, 

To haunt the wretch that wrought their woe : 

From their fight the caitiff flies. 

And his heart within him dies ; 

While a horror damp and chill 

Through his frozen blood doth thrill, 

And his hair for very dread 

Bears itfelf upon his head, 

N 2 When 






■-'' r;^'-,\ to v"^^"' 




' 




■i 


reditu 


i 





When the early breath of day 
Hath made the fhadows flee away ) 
Still polTefs'd by thee I rove 
BofomM in the fhelt'ring grove. 
There, with heart and l)rre n^w (trung. 
Meditate the lofty fong. 
And if thou rriy voice inlpire. 
And with wonted frenzy fire, 
Aided by thee I build the rhymc^ 
Such, as nor the flight of time. 
Nor wafting flame, nor eating fhowV, 
Nor lightning's blaft can e*er devour. 
Or if chance fome moral page 
My attentive thoughts engage^ 
On I walk, with filent tread, 
Under the thick-woven fhade. 
While the thrufh, unheeded by^ 
Tunes her artlefs minftrelfy. 
Lift'ning to their facred lore, 
I think on ages long paft o'er^ 
When Truth and Virtue hand in hsati 
Walk'd upon the fmiling landj 
Thence my eyes on Britain glance, 
And, awaken'd from my trance, 
While my bufy thoughts I rear, 
Oft I wipe the falling tear. 
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Wbeii tKe night again defcends 

And her fhadowy cone extends, 

O^er the fields I walk alone, 

By the filence of the moon. 

Hark ! upon my left I hear 

Wild mulic wand-ring in the air t 

Led by the found I onward creep, 

And through the neighboring hedge I peepi 

There I fpy the Fairy band 

Dancing on the level land, 

Now with ftep alternate bound, 

Join'd in one continued roimd, 

Now tb^ir plighted h^nds unbind. 

And fuch tangled mazes wind 

As the quick eye can fcarce purfue, 

And would have puzzled that fam'd clue. 

Which led th* Athenian's unMl'd feet 

Thorough the Labyrjnth of Crete. 

At the near approach of day, 

Sudden the mufic dies away. 

Wafting in the fea of air, 

And the pl^antoms difappear. 

AH (as the glow-worm waxes dim) 

Vanifti like a morning dream, 

And of their revels leave no trace, 

$ave the ring upon the grafs. 

Ns Wheti 
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When the elfin fhow is fled. 
Home I hafte me to my bed ; 
There, if thou with magic wand 
On my temples take thy ftand, 
I fee in mix'd diforder rife 
All that flruck my waking eyes. 
So when I fland and round me gaze. 
Where the farnM Lodona ftrays ; 
On the woods and thickets brown, 
That its fedgy margin crown. 
And watch the vagrant clouds that fly 
Through the vaft defart of the iky. 
When adown I call my look 
On the fmooth unruffled brook, 
(While its current clear doth run. 
And holds its mirrour to the fan,) 
There I fee th' inverted fcene 
Tall, and ir.ect the eye agiin. 
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The MONKIES, a TALE. 



By the Same* 

WHOE'ER with curious eye has rang'd 
Through Ovid*s tales, has feen 
How Jove, incens'd, to monkies changed 
A tribe of worthlefs men. 

Repentant foon th* offending race 

Intreat the injur'd pow'r, 
To give them back the human face, 

And reafon's aid reflore. 

Jove, footh'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 

And granted half their prayer ; 
But t'othor half he bade the wind 

Difperfe in empty air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 

That fliook the vaulted Ikies, 
With haughtier air the creatures ftrode, 

And ftretch'd their dwindled iize. 

N 4 The 
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M EPITAPH. 

By Dr. John Johtin*. 

OVJE te fub tcncra rapuerunt, Pacta, juventa, 
O utinom me crudelia fata vocent ; 
Ut linquam terras invifague Ipmina foils, 
Utque tuns rur^um cofpore fim pofito« 

Tu cave Letlueo contiDgas ora liquors, 

Et cito venturi fis memor, oro, viri. 
^e fequar obfcurum per iter : dux ibit eunti 

Fidus amor, tenebras iampade difcutiens* 

THUS TRANSLATE D^ 

By Mr. Merrick. 

TP E E, Pacta, death's relentlcfs hand 
Cut oflf in earlieft bloom : 
ph ! had the fates for me ordain*d 
yo ihare an eqiial doom ; 

hi.' .... , . . 

* i^uthor of the Life of Erafmus and other learned works. He was 
TcAoT of St. Dunftan's in the £aft and Kcnfington^ and archdeacon of 
London. His death happened 5th September, I77«f in the 72d year 
•f his 4ge* 

''■'■' With 
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When the early breath of day 
Hath made the fhadows flee away ) 
Still polTefs'd by thee I rove 
BofomM in the fiielt'ring grove. 
There, with heart and l3rre n^w ftrung. 
Meditate the lofty fong. 
And if thou rriy voice inlpire. 
And with wonted frenzy fire, 
Aided by thee I build the rhyme^ 
Such, as nor the flight of time. 
Nor wafting flame, nor eating fhowV, 
Nor lightning's blaft can e*er devour. 
Or if chance fome moral page 
My attentive thoughts engage^ 
On I walk, with iUent tread. 
Under the thick-woven fhade. 
While the thnifh, unheeded by^ 
Tunes her artlefs minftrelfy. 
Lift'ning to their facred lore, 
I think on ages long paft o'er, 
When Truth and Virtue hand in hstxti 
Walk'd upon the fmiling landj 
Thence my eyes on Britain glance, 
And, awaken'd from my trance, 
While my bufy thoughts I rear, 
Oft I wipe the falling tear. 
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Wbcil tKc night again defcends 

And her fhadowy cone extends, 

0*er the fields I walk alone, 

By the filence of the moon. 

Hark ! upon my left I hear 

Wild mulic wand-ring in the air ^ 

Led by the found I onward creep, 

And through the neighboring hedge I peepi 

There I fpy the Fairy band 

Dancing on the level land, 

Now with ftep alternate bound, 

Join'd in one continued round, 

Now tb^ir plighted h^nds unbind. 

And fuch tangled mazes wind 

As the quick eye can fcarce purfue. 

And would have puzzled that fam'd clue. 

Which led th* Athenian's unMl'd feet 

Through the Labyrjnth of Crete. 

At the near approach of day, 

Sudden the mufic dies away, 

Wafting in the fea of air, 

And the pl^antoms difappear. 

AH (as the glow-worm waxes dim) 

Vanifh like a morning dream, 

And of their revels leave no trace, 

$ave the ring upon the grafs. 

Ns When 
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When the elfin fhow is fled. 
Home I haftc me to my bed ; 
There, if thou with magic wand 
On my temples take thy ftand, 
I fee in mix'd diforder rife 
All that flruck my waking eyes. 
So when I fland and round me gaze. 
Where the fam*d Lodona ftrays ; 
On the woods and thickets brown. 
That its fedgy margin crown. 
And watch the vagrant clouds that fly 
Through the vaft defart of the iky, 
When adown I call my look 
On the fmooth unniffled brook, 
(While its current clear doth run. 
And holds its mirrour to the fan,) 
There I fee th' inverted fcene 
Fall, and ii.ect the eye agiin. 
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The MONKIES, a TALE. 



By the Same. 

WHOE'ER with curioiw eye has rang'd 
Through Ovid's tales, has feen 
How Jove, incens'd, to monkies chang'd 
A tribe of worthlefs men. 

Repentant foon th* offending race 

Intreat the injur'd povv'r. 
To give them back the human face, 

And reafon's aid reftore, 

Jove, footh'd at length, his ear inclln'd, 

And granted half tl^ir prayer ; 
But t'other half he bade the wind 

Difperfe in empty air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 

That fliook the vaulted Ikies, 
With haughtier air the creatures ftrode, 

And ftretch'd their dwindled iize. 

N 4 The 



The hair in coils luxuriant no^ i 

Around their templei fpread i 

The tail that whilom hung below. 
Now dangled from the head. 

The head remains unchanged withm, 

Nor altered much the face ; 
It flill retains its native grin. 

And all its old grimace. 

Thus half transfbrm*dt ^(4 \^ ^^ fame, 
Jove bade them tak^ th^ir place, 

(Reftoring them their anpiept c^aim) 
Among the human rape. 

Men with contempt the brute furvey'dt 

Nor would a name bellow ; 
But woman lik'd the motley breed. 

And call'd the thing a Beau. 
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A|» i: P I T A P i?. 

By Dr, John Johtik*. 

OVJE te fub tcncra rapuerunt, Facta, juventa, 
O utinam iiic cnidelia fata voccnt ; 
Ut linquam terras invifague Ipmina foils, 
Utque tuus iiurfum corpore fim poiito. 

Tu cave Lethaeo contiDgaB ora liquore, 

Et cito venturi fis memor, oro, viri, 
^e fequar obfcurum per iter : dux ibit eunti 

Fidus amori tenebras lampade difcutiens. 

THUS TRANSLATE D^ 

By Mr. Merrick, 

THEE, PsBta, death's relentlefe hand 
Cut off in earliefl bloom : 
Oh ! had the fates for me ordain'd 
To (hare an equal doom ; 

t j^uthor of the Life of Eraftnus and other learned works. He wu 
Teftor of St. Dunftan's in the £aft and Kcnlington^ and archdeacon of 
London. His death happened 5th September^ 1770^ in the 7 zd year 
•fhisj^ge. 
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The hur in coils luxuriant no^ x 

Around their templet fpread ; 

The tail that whilom hung below. 
Now dangled from the head. 

The head remains unchanged withb, 

Nor altered much the face ; 
It flill retains its native grin. 

And all its old grimace. 

Thus half transfbnn'dt ^(4 \^^ ^he fame, 

Jove bade them tak^ thftir place, 
(Reftoring them their anpiept c^aim) 

■ • ■ . ' • . 

Among the human race. 

Men with contempt the brute furvcy'd, 

Nor would a name bellow ; 
But woman lik'd the motley breed. 

And call'd the thing a Beau. 
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Ap i: P I T A P tf. 

By Dr, John Jortik*. 

OVJE te fub tcncra rapuerunt, Facta, juventa, 
O utinam roe cnidelia fata vocent ; 
Ut linquam terras invifague Ipmina foils, 
Utque tuus iiurfum corpore fim poiito. 

Tu cave Letlueo contiDgaB ora liquore, 

Et cito venturi fis roemor, oro, viri, 
^e fcquar obfcumm per iter : dux ibit eunti 

Fidus amori tenebras laropade difcutiens. 

THUS TRANSLATE D^ 

By Mr. Merrick, 

THEE, PsBta, death's relentlcfs hand 
Cut off in earliefl bloom : 

X 

ph ! had the fates for me ordain'd 
^o (hare an equal doom ; 

t j^uthor of the Life of Eraftnus and other learned works. He wu 
Ve^r of St. Dunftan's in the £aft and Kcnlington^ and archdeacon of 
Xondon. His death happened 5th September^ 1770^ in the 7 zd year 
«f his jige. 
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With joy this bufy world I'd leave, 

This hated light refign, 
To lay me in the peaceful grave, 

And be for ever thine. 

Do thou, if Lethe court thy lip. 
To tafle its Hream forbear : 

Still in thy Soul his image keep, 
Who hafles to meet thee there. 

Safe o'er the dark and dreary fhore. 
In queft of thee Til roam ; 

Love with his lamp fliall run before, 
And break the circhng gloom. 



VERSE 
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i^E.RSES fcnt to Dean Swift on his Birthkday, 
with Pine's Horace finely bound. 
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Written by Dr. J. S i c an «. 
[Horace fpeaking.] 

OU'VE read^ Sir, in poetic ilrain. 
How Varus and the Mantuan fwain 

Have on my birth-day been invited 

(But I was ibrc'd in verfe to write it) 

Upon a plain repaft to dine, 

And tafte my old Campanian wine ; 

But I, who all pim6tiUo's hate^ . . 

Though long familiar with the great. 

Nor glory in my reputation. 

Am come without an invitation, 

And though I'm us'd to right Falernian, 

ril deign for once to taftc lernian ; 

But fearing that you might difpute 

(Had 1 put on a conunon fuit, ) 

a A phylician. He was fliot by a ruffiin while trarelling in hispoft- 
alfe^ near Naples, about the month of June, 1753* 

My 



If 7 breeding and my politefe, 

I yn&t in a birth-day duels ; 

My coat of purcft Turkey-red, 

With gold embroid'iy richly fpread ; 

To which I've fure as good pretenfions. 

As Irifh lords who fiarve on penfions. 

What though proud minifters of fiate 

Did at yoi^r antichamber wait ; 

What though your Oxfords, and your St, John's, 

Have at your levee paid attendance; 

And Peterborough and great Onnond, 

Wth many chiefs who now are dormant. 

Have laid afide the gen'ral's fiaff 

And public cares, with you to laugh ; 

Yet I fome friends as good can name. 

Nor Icfs the darling fons of feme ; 

For fure my PoUio and Maecenas 

Were as good ilateiinen, Mr. Dean, as 

Either your Bolmgbrqke or Harley, 

Though they made Lewis beg a parley : 

And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 

I'll match him with my Drufus Nero. 

You'll boaft perhaps your fav'rite Pope \ 

But Virgil is as good I hope. 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Helfham and Delany; 

Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 

A Grecian ifle Hippocrates ; 

5 S»ice, 
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Since TuUy HvM before my time^ 
And Galen blefs'd another clime. 

You'll plead perhaps to my requeft. 
To be admitted as a guefl. 
Your hiaririg's bad— btit why fuch fears ? 
I ipeak to eyesy and not to ears ; 
And for that reafon wifely took 
The form you fee me in, a book. 
Attacked, by flow-devouring moths. 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths, 
6y Bentley's notes, my deadlieft foes. 
By Creedi's rhimes and Dunfler's profc ; 
I found my boafied wit and iire 
In their rude hands almofl exj^iri; : 
Vet ftill they but in vain aifail'd. 
For, had th6ir violence prevailM, 
And in a blaft deftroy'd my fame, 
They would have partly mifs'd their aim ; 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
defies the Vandals of this age. 
*Tis yours to fave thefe Cnall remains 
From future pedants muddy brains, 
And foe my long-uncertain fate, 
T©tt bed know how,— which way ? — tranflate. 
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VERSES written in a GARDEN. 
By Lady Mary Wortley Montague. 

SEE how that pair of billing doves 
With open murmurs own their loves ; 
Andy heedlefs of cenforious eyes, 
Purfue their unpolluted joys : 
No fears of future want moleft 
The downy quiet of their neft ; 
No intVeft join'd the happy pair. 
Securely bleft in Nature's care. 
While her dear di6tates they purfue : 
For conftancy is nature too. 

Can all the dodrine of our fchools, 
Our maxims, our religious rules, 
Can learning to our lives enfure 
Virtue fo bright, or blifs fo pure ? . 
The great Creator's happy ends, 
Virtue and pleafure ever blends : 
In vain the church and court have try'd 
Th' united elfence to divide ; 
Alike they find their wild niiHake, 
The pedant prieil, and giddy rake. 
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ANSWER to a LOVE-LETTER- 



By the Same. 

IS it to me, this fad lamenting flrain : 
Arc heaven's choiceft gifts beftow*d in vain ? 
A plenteous fortune, and a beauteous bride, 
Your love rewarded, gratify*d your pride : 
Yet leaving her— 'tis me that you purfue 
Without one finglc charm, but being new. 
How vile is man ! how I deteft their ways 
Of artful felfhood, and defigning praife ! 
Tailelefs, an eafy happinefs you flight, 
Ruin your joy, and mifchief your delight, 
Why ihould poor pug (the mimic of your kind) 
Wear a rough chain, and be to box confin'd ? 
Some cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan,—- 
While roves unpunifli'd the deftroyer, man. 
Not bound by vows, and unreftrain'd by fliame, 
In fport you break the heart, and rend the fame. 
Not that your art can be fucccfsful here, 
Th' already pluader'd need no robber fear : 



Nor 



Mbr C^Sy nor charms, nor flatteries can xaovii 

1*00 well fecur'cl againft a fecoiid love. . 

Once, and but once, that devil channM n^ mind i 

To reafon deaf, to obfervation blind ; 

I idly hopM (what cannot lore perfiade !) 

My fbndnefs e^ual'd, and my love repay'd ; 

Slow to <iiftruft, and willing to believe. 

Long hufh'd my doubts, and did myfelf deceive t 

But oh ! too loon — this tale would ever lafi ; 

Skep, deep, my wrongs, and let me think 'em pofi* 

For yoU) who mourn with counterfeited grief, 

And aik fo boldly like a begging thief. 

May foon fdme other nymph infli£t the paiii^ 

You know fo well with cruel art to feign ! 

^Though long you fported have with Cupid's dart| 

You may fee eyes, and you may feel a heart. 

So the briik if its i who flop the evening coach^ 

Laugh at the fear that follows their approach ; 

With idle mirth, and haughty fcbm deijpife 

The pailenger's pale cheek, and (bring eyes ; 

But, feizM by Juftice, find a fright no jeft. 

And all the terror doui^ed in their breait« 
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In Anfwer to a LADY who advifed 
RETIREMENT. 

Bt the same. 

You little know the heart that you advife ; 
I view this various fcene with equal eyes : 
In crowded courts I find myfelf alone, 
And pay my worfhip to a nobler throne. 
Long fince the value of this world I know, 
pity the madncfs, and deipife the fhow* 
Well as I can my tedious part I bear. 
And wait for my difmiffion without fear. 
Seldom I mark mankind's detefled ways. 
Not hearing cenfure, nor affedling praife ; 
And, unconcerned, my future ftate I truft 
To that folc Being, merciful and juft. 
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Addfefs of the Statues at S t o w e, 
To LORD COBHAM, 

ox HIS RETURN TO HIS GARDENS* 

FROM every Mufe and every art thy own. 
Thy bowVs our theatres, thy mind our throne ! 
Hail I to thy viitues raanumiz'd from ftate ; 
Hail ! to thy leiiure to be wifely great. 

FetterM by duties and to forms enflavM, 
How timely have thy years a remnant fav'd ! 
To tafte that freedom which thy fword maintain'd. 
And lead in letter'd eafe, a life unpain'd : 
So Scipio (Carthage fallen) refign*d his plume. 
And finil'd at the forgetfiilnefs of Rome. 
O greatly blefs*d ! whofe evening fweeteft fhines. 
And in unclouded llownefs, calm declines ! 
While free reflexion with reverted eye, 
Wan^d from hot noon-tide and a troubled iky, 
.Divides life well : the largeft part, long known 
Thy country's claim ; the laft and beft thy own, 

2 Here 



Here whjle detachM, thy felf-fupported foul" 
Refumes dominipii, and efcapes controiil ; 
Moves with a grandeur, monarchs wifh in vain, 
Above all fears, ilorms, dangers, hppes or pain ; 
A glance fometimes from thy fafe itimmit throw, 
And fee the dufty world look dim below : 
Through the dark throng difcem huge flaves of pride 
Should'ring unheeded Happinefs afide ; 
Thwarted and pufli'd and lab'ring into name. 
And dignifyM with all the dirt of fame ; 
Then with a finile fuperior turn away, 
And lop th* exub'rance of fome flraggling fpray ; 
Wind through thy mazes to ferene delight. 
And from the burfting bubbles fhade thy fight. 

Yet where thou fhin'ft^ like heaven behind a cloud. 
Moving like light, all piercing, though not loud ; 
The Mufe Ihall find thee in thy blcft retreat. 
And breathe this honeft wifti at Cobham's feet : 
Freih as thy lakes, may all thy pleafures flow ! 
And breezy like thy groves, thy pafiions blow ! 
Wide as thy fancy, be thy fpreading praife ! 
And long and lovely as thy walks, thy days ' 
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P D E 

' O N T H E 

DEATH of Mr. P EL H A M». 

By Mr. Gar rick. 

■ < 

An honeft man^s the nolle fi tuork trfGcJ. Pope. 

T ET others hail the rifing fun, 

I bow to that whofe courfe is run. 

Which fets in endlcfs night ; 
Whofe rays benignant blefs'd this ifle, 
Made peaceful Nature round us finile 

With cakn, but cheerful light. 

No bounty paft provokes my praife, 
No future proipetls prompt my lays, 

From real grief they flow ; 
I catch th* alarm from Britain's fears, 
My forrows fall with Britain's tears, 

And join a nation's woe. 

« Henry Pclham, Efq; brother to the duke of NewcalUc, at the time 
of His death firft commiluoner, chancellor, and under-trcafurer of the 
Exchequer. 

Sec 



See — as you pa6 the? crowded ftreet, 
Defpondence clouds each face you meet, 

All their loft friend deplore : 
You read in every penfive eye, 
You hear in every broken figh, 

That Pelham is no more. 

If thus eac^ Briton be alarm'd, 

Whom but, his diftant influence warm*d. 

What grief their breafts muft rend, 
Who in his private virtues blefs*d, 
By Nature's deareft tyes poffefs'd 

The Hulband, Father, Friend ! 

What ! mute, ye bards ?-^no mournful verfe. 
No chaplets to adorn his hearfe. 

To crown the good and juft ? 
Your flowers in warmer regions bloom. 
You feek no penfions from the tomb. 

No laurels from the duft. 

When pow'r departed with his breath, 
The fons of Flatt'ry fled from death : 

Such infe6ts fwarm at noon. 
Not for herfelf my Mufe is griev'd. 
She never afk'd, nor e'er receiv'd, 

One minifterial boon. 
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Hath feme peoiliar ihange offi^nce 
Againfl us arm'd Omnipotence, 

To check the nation's pride ? 
Behold th' appointed pnniihment ! 
At length the vengeful bolt is feot. 

It fell— when Pelham.dy'd I 

Unchecked by fhame, unaw*d by dread^ 
When Vice triumphant rears her head. 

Vengeance can fleep no more : 
The evil angel ilalks at large. 
The good fubmits, refigns his charge, 

And quits th' unhallow'd fhore. 

The fame fad mom ^ to church and ibte, 
(So for our fins *twas fix*d by fate) 

A double ftroke was giv'n ; 
Black as the whirlwinds of the north, 
St. John's fell Genius iffu'd forth, 

And Pelham fled to heav'n ! 

By angels watch'd in Eden's bow'rs 
Our parents pafs'd their peaceful hours. 

Nor guilt nor pain they knew ; 
But on the day which ufher'd in 
The hell-bom train of mortal fin, 

Thy heav'nly guards withdrew, 

^ The 6th of March, I754> ^^^ remarkable for the publication of the 
works of a late Lord, and the death of Mr. Pelham. 

Look 



Look down, much honoured fhade, below. 
Still let thy pity aid our woe ; 

Stretch out thy healing hand ; 
Refume thofe feelings, which on earth 
Procl^im*d thy patriot love and worth. 

And fav'd a iinlcing land. 

Search with thy more than mortal eye 
The breads of all thy friends : defcry 

What there has got poileilion. 
See if thy unfufpeding heart. 
In ibme for truth miflook not art. 

For principle, profeffion. 

For thefe, the pefts of human kind. 
Whom royal bounty cannot bind, 

ProtecSt our parent King : 
Unmaik their treach'jy to his fight. 
Drag forth the vipers into light, 

And crulh them ere they fting. 

If fuch his truft and honours Ihare, 
Again exert thy guardian care, 

Each venom'd heart difclofe ; 
On Him, on Him, our all depends. 
Oh lave him from his treacherous friends. 

He cannot fear his foes. 



O 4 Whoe'er 
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Whoe'er (hall at the helm prefidc, 
Still let thy prudence be his guide, 

To ftem the troubled wave ; 
But chiefly whifper in his ear, 
** That George is open, juft, fiuccrc, 

** And dares to fcom a knave," 

No felfifti views t' opprefs mankind, 
No mad ambition fir'd thy mind. 

To purchafc fame with blood ; 
Thy bofom glow*d with purer heat ; 
Convinced that to be truly great. 

Is only to be good. 

To hear no lawlefs paffion's call, 
To ferve thy King, yet feel for all. 

Such was thy glorious plan ! 
Wifdom with gen'rous love took part. 
Together work thy head and heart. 

The Minifler and Man. 

Unite, ye kindred fons of worth ; 
Strangle bold fadlion in its birth ; 

Ee Britain's weal your view I 
For this great end let all combine, 
Let virtue link each fair defign. 

And Pelham live in you. 

VERSED 
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E R S E S 

Written at Montauban in France, 1750W 

By the Rev. Dr. Joseph War ton, 

TARN, how delightful wind thy willow'd waves, 
But ah I they fruffcify a land of flaves ! 
In vain thy bare-foot, fun-burnt peafants hide 
With lufcious grapes yon' hill's romantic fide ; 
No cups ne£tareous fhall their toils repay, 
The prieft*s,-^he foldier's, and the fermier's prey : 
Vain glows this fun in cloudlefs glory dreft, 
That ftrikes frefli vigour through the pining breaftj 
Give me, beneath a colder^ changeful iky, 
My foul's befr, only pleafure, Liberty ! 
What millions periih'd near thy mournful flood » 
When the red papal tyrant cry'd out—** Blood 1'* 
Lefs fierce the Saracen, and quiver'd Moor, 
That dafh'd thy infants 'gainft the llones of yore. 
Be warn'd, ye nations round ; and trembling fee 
Dire fuperllirion quench humanity ! 

■•Alluding to the perfecutions of the Proteflants, and the wars of the 
Saracens, carried on in the Southern provinces of France. 

4 By 
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By all the chiefs in Freedom's battles loft ; 
By wife and virtuous Alfrbd'? aweful ghoft ; 
By old Gal GAG us' fc3^thed, iron car, 
That, fwiftly whirlmg through the walks of war, 
Dafh'd Roman blood, and cnifti'd the foreign throngs ; 
By holy Druids' courage-breathing fongs ; 
By fierce Bonduca's Ihield, and foaming fteeds ; 
By the bold peers that met on Thames's meads ; 
By the fifth Henry's helm, and lightning fpear ; 
O Liberty, my warm petition hear ; 
, Be Albion ftill thy joy I with her remain. 
Long as the furge ihall lafh her oak-crown'd plain ! 



The 



\ 
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The revenge of AMERICA* 

By the same, 

WHEN fierce Pis arrows legions flew 
O'er ravagM fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes. 
Old India's awefiil Genius rofe. 
He fat on Andes' topmoft ftone, 
And heard a thoufand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore. 
To fee huge Plata foam with gore ; 
He broke his arrows, ftampt the ground. 
To view his cities fmoaking round. 

What woes, he cry'd, hath luft of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roll'd I 
Plunderers, proceed I my bowels tear. 
But ye fliall meet defl:ru6tion there; 
From the deep-vaulted mine fhall rife 
Th' infatiate fiend, pale Av'rice ! 
Whofe fteps fliall trembling Juftice fly. 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity I 
I fee all Europe's children curfl 
With lucre's univerfal thirft : 
The rage that fweeps my fons away. 
My baneful gold fliall well repay. 



The 
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The dying INDIAN. By the same. 

TH E dart of Izdabel prevails ! 'twas dipt 
In double poifon — I fhall foon arrive 
At the blcft ifland, where no tigers Tpring 
On heedlels hunters ; where ananas bloom 
Thrice in each moon ; where rivers fmoothly glide. 
Nor thund'ring torrents whirl the light canoe 
Down to the fca ; where my forefathers feaft 
Daily on hearts of Spaniards ! — O my fon, 
I feel the venom bufy in my breaft: 
Approach, and bring my crown, deck'd with the teeth 
Of that bold chriflian who firft dar'd deflour 
The virgins of the fun ; and, dire to tell ! 
Robb'd Pachacamac's altar of its gems ! 
I mark'd the fpot where they interred this traitor. 
And once at midnight ftole I to his tomb, 
And tore his carcale from the earth, and left it 
A prey to poifonous flies. Preferve this crown 
With facred fecrecy : if e'er returns 
Thy much-lov'd mother from the defart woods, 
Where, as I hunted late, I haplcfs loft her, 
Cherifh her age. Tell her I ne'er have worfhip'd 
With thofe that eat their God. And when difeafe 
Pre)'s on her languid limbs, then kindly flab her 
With thine own hands, nor fuffer her to linger. 
Like chriftian cowards, in a life of pain. 
I go 1 great Copac beckons me ! farewell ! 



E OCCASIONED BY READING Mr. W E S T'« 

I'ranslation of PINDAR. 

' By th e same. 

I. I. 
LBION, exult ! thy fons a voice divine have heard> 

u The man of Thebes hath in thy vales appearM ! 

ark I with frelh rage and undiminifh'd fire, 

he fweet enthufiaft fmites the Britifli lyre ; 

he founds that echoed on Alpheus' ilreams 

each the delighted ear of liflening Thames j 

Lo! fwift acrofs tlie daily plain 

Great Theron's foaming courfers flraiiji! 

What mortal tongue e'er roU'rf along 

iich full impetuous tides of nervous fong ? 

I. 2. 

i fearfiil, frigid lays of cold and creeping Art, 
[or touchy ^ nor can tranfport th' unfeeling heart ; 
indar, opr inmoft bofom piercing, warms 
V'ith glory's love, and eager thirlt of arms : 
^en Freedom Ipcaks in. his majellic ftrain, 
*he patriot-paflions beat in every vein r 

We long to fit with heroes old, 

'Mid groves of vegetable gold, 

» Where Cadmus and Achilles dwell, 
ind flill of daring deeds and dangers tell. 

* Sec z Olym. Od. 

I. 5. Away, 



I. 3. 

Away, enervate bards, away. 
Who fpin the courtly, filken lay, 
^ As wreaths ft»* fome vain Louis' head. 
Or mourn fome foft Adonis dead : 
No more your polifh'd lyrics boaft. 
In BritiQi Pindar's ftrength o*erwhelm*d and loft: . 
As well might ye compare 
The glimmerings of a waxen flame, 
(Emblem of verfe corredtly tame) 
c To his own -Etna's fulphur-fpouting caves. 
When to heav'n's vault the fiery deluge raves. 
When clouds and burning rocks dart thro* the troubled air. 

II. I - 

In roaring catarafe down Andes' channeled fteeps 
Mark how enormous Orellana fweeps ! 
Monarch of mighty floods I fupremely ftrong, 
Foaming from cliff to cliff he whirls along, 
Swoln with an hundred hills' colle&d fnows : 
Thence over namelefs regions widely flovvR, 

Roimd fragrant ifles, and citron-groves. 

Where ftill the naked Indian roves, 

And fafely builds his leafy bow'r. 
From flaveiy far, and curft Iberian pow'r ; 

* Alluding to the French and Italian lyric poets. 
« See I Pvth. Od. 
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3 rapid Pindar flows. — O parent of the lyre, 
Xet me for e^er thy fweet fons admire ! 
O ancient Greece, but chief tlje bard whofe lays 
The matchlefs tale of Troy divine emblaze ; 
And next Euripides, foft pity's pricft, 
Who melts in ufeful woes the bleeding breaft ; 

And him, who paints th' inceftuous king, 

Whofe foul amaze and horror wring ; 

Teach me to tafte their charms refinM, 
The richeft banquet of th' enraptur'd mind ! 

II. 3. 

For the blefl man, the Mufe's child **, 

On whofe aufpicious birth fhe fmil'd, 

Whofe foul fhe form'd of purer fire. 

For whom fhe tun'd a golden lyre. 

Seeks not in fighting fields renown : 
No widows* midnight fhrieks, nor burning town, 
The peaceful poet pleafe ; 

Nor ceafelefs toils for fordid gains. 

Nor purple pomp, nor wide domains. 
Nor heaps of wealth, nor power, nor flatefmaa's fghemw. 
Nor all deceiv'd Ambition's feverifli dreams. 
Lure his contented heart from the fweet vale of eafe, 

^ Hon Od. 3. 1. 4. 
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PLEASURES OF MELANCHOLY. 



Written in the Year 1 745. 

By Mr. Thomas Warton. 

MOTHER of mufings, Contemplation lage, 
Whofe grotto ftands upon the topmoft rock 
Of Teneriff: *mid the tempeftuous night, 
On which, in cahneft meditation held. 
Thou hear'ft with howling winds the beating rain 
And drifting hail defcend ; or if the Ikies 
Unclouded fhine, and through the blue ferene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her filver-axled car, 
Whence gazing fledfaft on the fpanglcd vault 
Raptur'd thou fit'ft, while murmurs indiilind 
Of diftant billows footh thy penfive ear 
With hoarfe and hollow founds ; fecure, felf-blefl, 
There oft thou liften^fl to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encount'ring, that in whifpers low 
Afcends the rocky fummit, where thou dwell'ft 
Remote from man, converfing with the fpheres ! 
O lead me, queen fublime, to folemn glooms 
Congenial with my foul ; to cheerlefs Ihades, 



^6 nim*d feats,-, or twilight cells and bow'r?, 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves- tQ;mvifc, 
Her favVite midqight haimtS) Th^ Javghing fcenes 
Of purple Spring, where, all the waqtoa train 
Of Smiles and,Gi:;accs jR^m to lead t^e dance 
in fportive round, while from their hands they fliow*r 
Ambroiial blooias^^d nowVs^ no longer chann ; 
Tempe, no more I cbtirt tl^ balmy^oreeze i 
Adieu, green vates ! y<s btt>ider^d meads, adieu ! 
Beneath yoil niin'd abbey's mofs-^rpwh piles 
OftletmeQti at twilight hour of eye, *'/ , ' 
Where through feme weftem window tjie pale mdon 
Pours her long-.levell d rule of ifa^iii|fig light ; - 
While fulleii iacred i^lehce reigns afouhd','. 
Save the lone fcr^ch-owl's note, who'Syilj^s His bo>vV 
Amid the niould'ri^g cafverns, dark ^d'daipp^ ; 
Or the Qllm breeze, that riuilles, in (he leaVes 
Of flaunting ivy, that, with mantle green 
Tnvefts fome wafted toW^r, Or let me tread 
its neighboring walk of pipes, where musM'of io^ld 
The cloyfterM brother :. through the gloomy void 
'That far extends beneath their ample arch' 
As on I pace, yeligiotis horror wr^ps 
My foul in dread repofe. But when the ^orld 
is clad in Midnight*8 raven-colour'd robe, 
*Mid hollow chamel 8 let me watch the flaipe 
Of taper dim, fhedding a livid glare 
0*er the wan heap* ;' \fhile aixy voices talk 

Vol. IV. ' P Along 
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Along the glimm'ring wJdls : or ghoftfy^ ftiap^i ' 

At dirtance feen, invites with beck*ninghand 

My lotiefomefleps through the fiar-windirtg raute.- 

Nor undelightfiil is the Iblenin floon 

Of night, wfien Kaply wakeful from my cotldi 

I ftart : lo, all is'motibniefs arouhd ! 

Roars not the rulWqg wind • fK& fbna of men ' — 

And every beaft in mute oblivioil lie ;" 

All nature's hiifli'd m'iilenc^ and in ileepw' ' 

O then how ikarfui h it to refledl. 

That through the 'rfilt globe's awefiil folitud*' 

No being wakes but me ! ftill ftealing (leep^ 2 

My drooping'texAples bathes in opiate dewi»- 

N.or then let jdreams, of wanton folly bofn, 

My {enfes lead through flowery paths of Joy; 

But let the facred Genius of the liight 

Such myftic vifipns fend, as Spenfer faw, ♦ 

When through bewild'ring Fancy's magic maze, 

To the fell houfe of Bufyrane he led 

Th* unihaken Britoniatt ; 6r Milton kliew, 

When in ab(lra£tied thoiight he flrfl conceir'd 

AH heav'n in tumult, and the Seraphim 

Come tow'ringi arm'd in adamant and gold. 

I^c others loTe foft Summer's ev'ning Imiles,: 
As, lift'ning to the diftant water-fall. 
They mark the bluihes of the ftreaky weft ; 
I choofe the pale December*s foggy glooms* 
Then, when the fullea ihades of ev'niag dofe^ 

6 ^e» 
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Where dnx)ugh the rporri' a biindly-glimmVing gleam 

The dying eml)ers fcatter, far remote 

from Mirth's mad Ihouts, that thro* th* illUmiuM rdOf 

K.efound with feflive echo, let me fitj 

JBleft with the lowly cricket's dtbv^fy dil-ge. 

Then let hay thought contemiplative explore 

"This fleeting ftate of things, the vain delights. 

The fruitlefs toils, fhat ftill bur fearch elude, 

As through the wfldemefs of life we rove; 

This f9ber hour oi filenpe will iihmalk 

falfe Fohy's fmiles, that like the dazzling fpelll 

Of wily Comus cheat th uhweetirig eye 

'With blear illufio'n^ and perfuade to drink 

That charmed cup, which Rcafon's mifttag^' fair 

XJmnoulds,' 9nd Aamps tlie monfter on tUe man; 

Eager we taHe, but in the lufcious draiight 

forget th^ pois'hous dregs that lutk beneath. 

Few know that elegance of foul refin'd, 
Who^c foft feiifation feels a quicker joy 
from Melancholy *8 fcehes, than the duH pridi ' 
Of taflelefs fplendor and magnificence 
Can e'er afford; Thus Eloife, whofe mindf 
Had languifh'd to the pangs of melting love. 
More genume tranfport found, as oh fome ton^ 
Reclin'd, fhe w;itch'd the tapers of the dead;' 
Or throiigh the pillar'd lies, amidf pale ihfinidii 
Of imag'd faints,' and intermingled graves, 
Mus'd a veil'd( votarefs ; than Flavia /eels^ 

P 2 As 
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As through the mazes of the feftive ball, 

Proud of her conquering charms, and beauty's blaze^ 

She floats amid the filken fons of drefs, 

And ihines the faireft of th' alTembled fair* 

When azure noon-tide cheers the daedal globe. 
And the blefi: regent of the golden day 
Rejoices in his bright meridian bow'r. 
How oft my wifhes aik the night's return. 
That befl befriends the melancholy mind ! 
Hail, facred Night ! thou too ihalt fhare my long ! 
Sifter of ebon-fcepter'd Hecat, hail ! 
Whether in congregated clouds thou wrap'ft 
Thy viewlefs chariot, or with filver crown 
Thy beaming head encircled, ever hail ! 
What though beneath thy gloom the forcerefs^traini 
Far in obfcured haunt of Lapland moors. 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron blefs ; 
Though Murder wan, beneath thy fhrouding (hade, 
Summons her flow-ey'd vot'ries to devife 
Of fecret flaughter, while by 6ne blue lamp 
In hideous conference fits the liflening band, 
And flart at each low wind, or wakeful found | 
What though thy flay the pilgrim curieth oft^ 
As all benighted in Arabian wafles 
He hears the wildernefs around him howl 
With roaming monflers, while on his hoar head 
The black defcending temped ceafelefs beats ; 
Yet more delightful to my penfive mind 
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Is thy return^ than bloomy mom's approach^ 

£v*n then, in youthful pride of opening May, 

When from the portals of the fafiron eafl 

She iheds frefh rofe?, and ambrofial dews^ 

Yet not imgrateful is the mom's approach, 

When droppmg wet ihe comes, and clad in clouds, 

While through the damp air fcowls the louring fouth^ 

Blackening the landfcape's face, that grove and hill 

In formleti vapburs undiflinguifhM fwim : | 

Th' afflicted fongfters of the fadden'd groves 

Hail not the fullen gloom ; the wa\ing elms 

That hoar through time, aiid, rang^4 in thick alray, 

Enclofe with (lately. row fome rural hall, 

Are miite, nor echo with the clamors hoaife 

Of rooks rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 

While to the fhed the dripping poultiy crowd, 

A mournful train ; fecure the village hind 

Hangs o'er the crackling blaze, nor tempts the (lonn ; 

Fix'd in th' unfinifh'd furrow refts the plough : 

Rings not the high wood with enliv'ning fliQutsi 

Of early hunter : all is Al^nce drear ; 

^d deepeit iadnefs wraps the f^ce of things. 

Thro* Pope's foft fong though all the Graces breathe, 
And happiefl art adorn his Attic page ; 
Yet does my mind with fweeter tranfport glow, 
As at the root of mofly trunk reclin'd. 
In magic Spenser's wildy-warbled fong 
I fee deiierted Una wander wide 

P 3 Through 
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Through wafleAil folitudes, and lorid heaths 
Weary, forlorn ; than when the * fated fair. 
Upon the bofom bright of filver Thames, ' 
Launches in all the lufbe of brocade, 
Ainid the f{^endors of the laughing Sun^ 
The gay (jeicription palls upon the fenie^ 
And coldly (hikes the min^ with feeble blifs. 

Ye Youths of Albion's |)eauty«blooming iflc, 
Whofe brows have worp th^ wreaths of lucklefs love. 
Is there a pleafure like the penfive mood, 
Whof^ Ofagic wont to footh youir foften'd fouls } 
O tell how rapturous the joy, to melt^ 
To Melody's afluafive voicp ; to bend 
• Th' uncertain ftep along the midnight mead. 
And pour your forrows to the pitying nioon, * 
By many a flow trill from the bird of woe 
Oft interrupted ; in embowering woods 
By darkfome brook to mufe, and there forget 
The foleinn dulnefs of the tedious world, 
While Fancy grafps the vifionary fair : 
And now no more th' abAra6bed ear attends 
Th6 water's muriii'ring lapfe, th' entranced c}^ 
Pierces no longer through th' extenfled rows 
Of thick-rang'd treefe ; 'till haply from the depth 
The woodman's ftroke, or diftant-tinkling team. 
Or heifer milling through the brake alarms, 
Th' Hltided fcnfe*, and mars the golden dream* 

« Belinda. See Ra^e of the Lock. 

The(« 
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^7^^ 3*^ deIighM.tba,t abfence drear h^i imdf , 

IFamiliar to my jj^ul, e'er fiace the fbrm : 

Of youDg Sappiiira, beaute9iis a^s the Springy / 

=When from her vi'let-woven couch awal^'d . 

By frolic Zephyr's hand, her teijidcr jcjljie^ 

Craceful flie }lft»^ ^d blufhujig frq» h^er bowV.. 

Iflues to cloath in gladfom^fglifl'ring gma . ; 

'7he genial globe, firfl met my 4^?zled fight f 

7hefe are delights ui^known to mifid$ proi^e. 

And which alone the penfiye ibvUcan tafie. . 

The taper'fji choir, at the late hour of prayer, 
Oft let me tread, while to th' according yoicp 

The many-ibynding organ peals on high • 

The clear flowr4i^^d dhaunt, or vajrijc^ ^y^!^ 

H'ill all my foul ja ^th'd in ecilafieS) 

^nd lap'd in Paradiie. Or let me fijC , 

Far in fequeflij^'fi iles of the deep dome. 

There loDtiojj^ liftc^ to the facred founds, 
'Which as they lengthen tl^ough the Gothic yaultji 

}q hollow murmurs i^each ipy rayiih'd psLf. . . 

Kor when the Iamp6 expiring yield tp night. 

And folitude re^uriis, would I forfake 

The folemn manfion, bi^t attentive ^ear 

The due dock iwjingiQg flow with fweepy fwajr, 

Meafuring Time's flight with momentary found. 
Nor let me f^il to cultivate my mind 

With the foft thrillings of the tragic Mufe, 

Divine Melponaeae, l^^t Pity's nurfe^ ^ . 

?♦ Queea 



Queen of tfit' (Bfti!^ Ifep, and flowin j paH. 
Now let Monimia moura with ftr^aming eytn 
Her joys inceftobiis, and poUut^ love ; 
Now let foft Juliel in thp gapmg tomb 
Print the laft kHs'on ht?r true Romeo -s lips, 
His lips yet reeking from the deadly draught | 
Or Jaffier knecf for one forgiving look* 
Nor feldom let the Moor of Defil^mone 
pour the mifguided threats pf jealous rage^ 
By foft degrees thtf tftalily torrent ftcaU 
From my ^w6ln ey^s ; and at a brotJier-s woe 
My big heart meks in fympathizing tffars. 

What are the fplendors of the^gsmdf coiHt, 
Its tinfel trappings, atld it» pageant ponaps ^ 
To me far happier fcems the baniftiM'LoriJ' 
Amid Siberia's unrejoiciny wild^ 
Who pines all lonefome, vfi the chanAfefs hoar 
Of fome high caftlc ftiut, whofe wiiidbws di^ 
In diftatit ken difcover tracklefs plains^ 
Where Winter ever wi^irls bis icy car ;• 
Where flillTirepeated objeds of his -view*,- 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied ^ret' 
That crown the foli^ary dome, arifc? 
While from the topmaft turret the flow clock, 
Far heard along th- iqhol^jtable wadej, 
With fad- returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev'n he far happier fecms thart ia the proudy 
The potent Satrap, whom he left behind 
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^Mid Mofi^ow'k golden palaces, to drown 
Ip eaie and Inmiy-the Laughing- hours; 

Illufhd<ms't>bjeds ilHke the gazer's mind 
With feeble blifs, and- But allurf; the fight, 
^or rouEa iitiith imfAiife quick th' uofbeling heart. 
Thus leeQ by^^ie^^idrd fromii^ttiettps-' brow,- 
What dxdal landfcapea fmUe ! here bakn^r groves,. 
Refounding once with Plato'f voiQ^y.arife, - 
Amid whofe umbrage green iier fUverhead' 
Th' unfadnig^olive lifts ; here vtne«>clad hilU 
Jjay forth their purple ftorev^ and funqy valet: 
In pnofpe6b y^ik their level laps expand> 
Amid whofe b«autic9g^'ring.Athei:£S'tow'ri«. 
Though thMsghthe Uifsiul foenee lUlTus roll- 
His fage-iqfpii^g floo4f whole winding larger 
The thick^wove laurel fhades ; though rofeate Mom 
Four all her (pkndors on th' empur{4ed fcenej 
Yet feels the hoary Hermit truer jo]rs, 
As from the cUff that o'er his -cavern hangs* 
He views the piles of feirn Periepolis 
In deep^arrangtinent hide the darkfome plain* 
Unbounded waile t the mouldering obelifc 
Here, like a blafted.oak, afcendli the clouds ; 
Here Parian domes their vaulted halls^diicloie 
Horrid with thorn, where lurk» th* unpitying-tiucf, 
Whence flits the twilight-loving^ bat at eve. 
And the deaf adder wreathes her fpotted train, 
Tt^c dwellings once of deganee^ and art^ 

Here 
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JJtre temples rife, amid whofe balloW^d bounds 
Spires the black pine, wliile through tbe nslktgi (ixedt^ 
Once haunt of tradefial merchants^ ipring^ the grais : 
^ere columns heap'd on proflrate colim^is, torn 
From their firm bafe, increaie the mpuk^rmg maft^ 
Far as the fight can pienre, appear the fy^ 
Of fun]( magnificence I a blended fcene ... 
Of molesy fanes, arches, domes^ and palaces, .. 
Where, with lus (pother Horror, Ruin fits. 

O come then. Melancholy, qu^en of thought I 
O.come with iaintly look, and fiedfaft fiep, < 
From forth thy cave embowered with moiustfiil yew^ 
Where to the difiant curfeu*& folemn found : . 
Lifi'ning thou fitt'fi, zmi with thy cypre& Innd . ' ' ' 
Thy votary's hair^ and feal hun hx thy fon^ 
But never let Euphrofyne beguile 
With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind, 
Nor in my path her primrofe-garland caft. 
Though 'mid her train the dimpled Hebe ban^ 
Her rofy bofom to th' enamour'd view ; 
Though V?nu4, mother of the Smiles and liDvaf^ 
And Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in citron bow'r 
With her on oedtar-ftreaming fruitage fijaft; 
What though 'tis hers to calm the low'ring ikifs^ 
And at her prefence mild th' embattel'd cloudi 
Difperfe in air, and o'er the face of heav'n 
New day dijflfufive gleam at her approach; 
Yet are thefe joy$ th^t Mehnckoly giy«f 
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trhan all her witlefs revels happier far ; 
Thefe deep-felt joys, by Contemplation taught. 

Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail ! 
From thee began, aufpicious maid, my fong, 
With thee fhall end : for thou art fairer far 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's moffy grot ; 
To loftier rapture thou canft wake the thought. 
Than all the fabling Poet's boafted pow'rs. 
Hail, queep divine ! whom, as tradition tells. 
Once in his isv'ning-walk a Druid found, 
J'ar in a hollow glade of Mona's woods ; 
And piteous bore with hoipitable hand 
To the clofe ihelter of his oaken bow'r. 
There foon the Ikge admiring mark'd the dawn 
Pf folemn inufing in yoiir perifiye thought ; 
For when a fmiling babe, you lov'd to lie 
pfit deeply liffning to the rapid roar 
Qf wood.J\ung Meinai, flream of Druids <dd, 
T|)3t lav'd hi« hallow'd haunt with daflung wav<i, 
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SONNET; 

WRITTEN AT WYNSLADE, 

IN THE ABSENCE OF '• , 

f 

By the Same. 

WYNSLADE, thy beechen Hopes with^w^ving gram 
BorderM,. thine azure views of wob4 and lawo^ 

Whilom .could charm, or when the jqyojos D^n 
'Gan Night's dw robe with flai^ung purple ftaiqi. 
Or Evening drovQ.to fpki her woolly train ; 

Her fairefi landfcapes whence my Mufe has drawn ; 

Too free with fervile cqmtly phraie to fawn» 
Too weak to tiy the Buikin's (lately firain ; 

Yet now no more thy dopes of beech and com 
Nor profpedb charm, fince He far-diftant ibrays 
. With whom I trac'd their fweets each eve and mom^ 
From Albion far, to cull Hefperian bays ; 

In this alone they pleafe, howe'er forlorn, 
Thar ilill they can recall thoie happier days. 
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OnfiATHINQ. 

« • 

A SONNET* 
By the same* 

WHEN late the trees were ftript bjr Wmtcr pale< 
Fair Health^ a t)ryad-;xnaid in vefhire green^ 

Rcyoic'd to roVe *mid the bleak fylvzn fcene, 
On airy tiplands caught the fragrant gale, 
And ere i^efh mom the low-couch'd lark did hail 

Watchmg the found of earlieft horn was feen. 

But fince ^7 Summer^ thron'd in chariot iheen^ . 
lA come to fcorch each primrofe-fprinkled dale. 
She chooies that delightful cave beneath 

The gryftal treafbres of meek Ifis* ilream ; 
And now all glad the temperate air to breathe^ 

While pooling drops diflil from arches dun. 
Binding her dewy locks with fedgy wreath 

She fits ami^ the quire of Naiads trim^ 
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To L A D Y H E R V E Y*: 

By Mr. 3e Voltaiae; 

irTERVEYi would ypn know th^ paffioil 
XJL You have kindled in my breaft ? 
Triflmg is the inclination^ 
That l^ words can be exprcis'd. 

lif tny filencc fee the lover, ' ' ./ / ■ "■ 

^nie lov^ is by filencc known i 
In my eyes you'll beft difcovef 

411 ;tbe power of yoiif own. 

. . . .. .- 

« Mary, daoghter to ^rigadtcr-Gcntrzt iCiehofas Lt PcU. Shft -mar- 
fitd the i5th of October, 1720, JoKn, afterwtftds Lord Hcrrey^ eldeft 
^on to the Earl* 6f Briffoly who died in the lif«-time of his fuher. Of 
this lady, I*ord Chellerfield writing to his fon fays, f^ She has been all- 
^< her life at courts ; of which {h6 has acquired all the eafy goodhreed* 
*< ing and politelcfs, without the frivoloufnefs. She has all the reading 
*' that a woman Hiould have ; and more than any woman need have ; 
'* for Ihe undferftands Latin pcrfeAIy well, though fhe wifely conceals 
^ it. No woman ever had more than Ihe has, k ten tie la farfahtA^ 
^ hofint ccmpagnltj ks nimiitrit 4MgSfrea*tii Sf h Je tie JleiUs put pa fUitr 
th« died September i^ 1 76S. 
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t* SiJt ROB Eft t ^ A Ltd I. E»s. Birth-day, 

AvGusT the a6tbt 

iy the Honourable Mr. Dopington«, afterwards Lord 

Melcombb*' 

ALL hail, atiipicious day, wfaofe wifh'd return ^ 
Bids every breafl with grateful ardor bum j 
While pleasM firitazmia that ^ebt Aian furveys ' ^ 
The Prince may trufl, and yet the People praife ; 
One bearing greateft' toils with greateft eaie. 
One born to ferve-us, and yet born to pleafe ; 
His foul capacious, yet his judgement clear^ 
ICs tongue* is flowing, and his heart fincere : 
His couniels guidi*, his tamper cheers our iile. 
And fjniling gives three kingdoms caufe to finilef 
Auguft, how bright thy golden fcenes appear. 
Thou faireft daughter of the various year ! 

* Georft Babb, Kfiis who, en the death ot George Dodingctei ot 
^JittitiilfM Dorlecfhlre, fucceeded to his eft«te, and thereupon aflomed 
hif name. He wal frequcntl3r cnptoyed in negotiations abroad^ and 
lieid federal Ivcratire and honourable pofts under gotemmcnt. On the 
3d of April, 176 z, he was created a pear by the title of Baron Mcl- 
c^mbc, and died July aS> 17&A. 

On 
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0(i tliee the fun with all his atrdor glow^^ 

On thee ia dowry all its £mt^ beftows]; 

The greateft Prince, the fbr^mofl: foiii of fame^ 

To thee bequeathU the glories of his name ; 

Nature and Fortilne thee their darling chofci 

Nor could they gf^fce thee more, *till Walpole rofe# 

By ileps to mighty things Fate makes her way, 

*TYi9 Stilt and Qxfar tint prepared this day/ 






'th&^1ixvrTZ2*B'''¥-A9itwmhV'i6'^hii'^'Mv9K4 

. Written, .ia 4;lie Year ^i 244* 
fey Sif WiLLlXii BlACKSTdNi%'Rht4 

AS, .by ibme tyrantfs ftern CQmmai\d» 
A wteteh foriakes his native land^ 
im £:n'e;ign climes condemnM to roam 

An endlefs exile firom his home ; 

PeHfiti 

'*■ This accoiAplilhed lawyer was born in Cheapfide, lotlk of July^ 
^[713, and was the youngeilfon of Mr. Cluirlet'Blatfkflflrne,^h9 carried 
on the buiinels of a fiikman. At the. age of (even *ytw^ ■. ht vat- pat to 
ffchool at the Charter-houfe, and ia 1735 a^oicted oHf the Ibiudatioo 
there by the xuuainatton of Sir Robert Walpoic* ^ Outht 39th of K»^ 
iember, 17389 he was entered a commoner at Penbaoke CfilKge^ Ox- 
ford^ was matriculated the next day, and in February i«ll<nKipg ekjM 
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P6hfive he tirieads the deftinM way, 
And dreads to go, nor d:ir^s lb Itay ; 

to one of Lady Hblford's exhibitions for Chartcr-houre fthdlftrs. !)»- 
Vermining to make choice of the law foh his profcilionj he entered hlm<^ 
f elf in the Middle Temple the £Oth of November, 1 741. In Novem- 
ber, 1743) hfe was eledled Into the focietj of All Souls College. On 
the 1 2th of Jane^ I745) ^^ commenced Batchelor of the Civil Law ; and 
bn the 28th of November^ 174^, was called to the bar. tie proceeded^ 
l5th 5f April, 1750, Db^or of Civil Law ; and having attended the 
coorts at Wieftminfter with little fuccefs, Ke in 1753 determined to re- 
tire to an academical life. He accordingly, in Michaelmas Term that 
year, began to read le^lures on the laws of England at Oxford^ On the 
iid of October, 1758, he was unanlmoufly eleded VInerian Profeflibr of 
the Common Law at that unlveriityi Li the fucceedlng yeiur he re* 
turned to the pra^ice of his profelTIon in London ; and In Michaelmas 
Term riefumed his attendance at WeftminHer, where his merit was nbvr 
both known and rewarded. On the zSth of July, 1761, he was ap- 
pointed principal bf NeW Ii>n Hall ; and on the edablifhment of the 
Queen's family was nadied Solicitor General to her Majedy. In 1766 
he refigned his pofts in the uAiVerfity of Oxford i and on the 9th of 
February, 17 70, was nominated a Judge in the Common Pleas { bur, to 
accommodate Sir Jofeph Yatis, confented to acc(^pt a feat in the Court 
bf King's Bench, from whefice he was foon Removed to the place of hit 
briginal defllnatidn. Front this period to the time of his death he de« 
TOted his attention to the fervice of the publicj ahd the duties of do* 
meftlc life* About ChriAibas, 1779} he was felitd with t violent 
flkortnefs of bireath, from which he io (bm« meafare recovered ; but the 
disorder returning with fre(h vigour, it brought of^ a drowiinefs and flu- 
por, which put an end to his life, on ihe 14th of February, 1780, in th^ 
J6th year of his age* 

'■-• Vot. IV. Q. "fiU 
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*Tin on fome neighb'ring mountain's brow 
He (lops, and turns his eyes below ; 
There, melting at the well-known view. 
Drops a lad tear, and bids adieu : 
So 'I, thus doom'd from thee to part, 
Gay queen of Fancy and of Art, 
Reluctant move, with doubtful mind, 
Oft flop, and often look behind. 
Companion of my tender age. 
Serenely gay, and fweetly iBige, 
How blithfome were we wont to rove 
By verdant hill, or fliady grove. 
Where fervent bees, with humming voice. 
Around the honey'd oak rejoice, 
And aged elms with aweful bend 
In long cathedral walks extend ! 
Lull'd by the lapfe of gliding floods, 
Cheer'd by the warbling of the woods, 
How bleft my days, my thoughts how free, 
In fweet fociety with thee I 
Then all was joyous, all was young. 
And years unheeded roU'd along : 
But now thepleafing dream is o'er, 
Thefe fcenes muft charm me now no more $ 
Lo£t to the field, and torn from you,— • 
Farewel I-^a long, a laft adieu. 
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Me wrangling cotirts, and ihibbora Law, 
To Imoak, and crowds, and cities draw ; 
There felfilh Fa6tion rules the day, , 

And Pride and Av'rice throng the way : 
Difeafes taint the murky air. 
And midnight conflagrations glare; 
Ix)ofe Revelry and Riot bold 
In frighted ftreets their orgies hold ; 
Or, when in filence all is drown'd. 
Fell Murder walks her lonely round : 
No room for Peace, no room for you. 
Adieu, celeiiial Nymph, adieu I 

Shakfpeare, no more thy fylvan fon, 
Nor all the art of Addifon, 
Pope's heav'n-ftrung lyre, nor Waller's eafe^ 
Nor Milton's mighty felf muft pleafe ; 
In{le;id of thefe, a formal band 
In furs and coifs around me fland ; 
With founds uncouth, and accents dry. 
That grate the foul of harmony. 
Each pedant fage unlocks his flpre 
Of myftic, dark, difcord ant lore ; 
And points with tott'ring hand the wayt 
That lead me to the thorny maze. 

There, in a winding, clofe retreat. 
Is Juftice doom'd to fix her feat, 
There, fenc'd by bulwarks of the Law, 
She kejps the wond'ring world in a^^e, 

Ci.2 And 



^ ^' 



[^44] 

And there, from vulgar fight retired, 
Like eaflern queens, is more admir'd. 

O let me pierce the fecret (hade 
Where dwells die venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev'rent awe. 
The guardian of Britannia's Law, 
Unfold with joy her facred page, 
(Th' united boaft of many an age. 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, appears 
The wifdom of a thoufand years) 
In that pure ipring the bottom view, 
Clear, deep, and regulariy true. 
And other doftrines thence imbibe 
Than lurk within the fordid fcribe ; 
Obferve how parts with parts unite . 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countlefs wheels difHn(9tly tend 
By various laws to one great end ; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing foul 
Pervades, and regulates the whole. 

Then welcome bufinefs, welcome ftrife, 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life. 
The vifage wan, the pore-blind fight. 
The toil by day, the lamp at night. 
The tedious forms, the folemn prate. 
The pert difpute, the dull debate. 
The drowfy bench, the babbling Hall, 
For thee, fair Juftice, welcome all I 

3 Th 
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Thus though my noon of life be paft, 
Yet let my fetting fun, at la ft, 
Find out the ftill, the rural cell, 
Where fage retirement loves to dwell ! 
There let me taflc the home-felt blifs 
Of innocence, and inward peace; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe ; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy-tribe ; 
No orphan's cry to wound my ear ; 
My honour and my confcience clear ; 
Thus may I Calmly meet my end, 
Thus to the grave in peace defcend. 



By Mifs COWPER* (now [Mrs. MAD AN) in her 
^Brother's Coke upon Littleton. 

OThou, who labour'ft in this rugged mine, 
May'ft thou to gold th' unpolilli'd ore refine ! 
May each dark page unfold its haggard brow I 
Doubt not to reap, if thou canft bear to plough. 
To tempt thy care, may, each revolving night, 
Purfes and maces fwim before thy fight ! 

« Daughter to Spencer Cowper, Efq^; one of the Judges of cHe Com- 
mon Pleas. 

* Alhicy Cowpcr, Ef<i; Clerk of the Houfc of Lords. 

Q.3 From 



From hence in times to come, advent'rous deed ! 
May 'ft thou effay, to look and Ipeak like Mead. 
When the black bag and rofe no more fhall ihadc 
With martial air the honours of thy head ; 
When the full wig thy vifage fhall enclofe, 
And only leave to view thy learned nofe : 
Safely may 'ft thou defy beaux, wits, and fcofiers ; 
While tenants, in fee fimple, ftufFthy coffers, 

SOLITUDE. 
A^ O P Ft 

By Dr. GraingerS 

I, 

O Solitude, romantic maid, 
Whether by nodding towers you tread, 
Or haunt the defart's tracklefs gloom, 
■ Or hover o'er the yawning tomb, 
Or climb the Andes' clifted fide. 
Or by the Nile's coy fource abide, 
Or ftarting from your half-year's fleep 
From Hecla vievy the thawing deep, 

« Dr. James Grainger, trandator of Tibullus, and author of a p 
called The Sugar Cane, 410. 176^ He died at Baflcterre, in the if 
•f S^ Chriftopher, Pccembcr 16, 1767, 

5 



Or at the purple dawn of day, 
Tadmor's marble waftes furvey * ; 

You, Reclufe, again I woo. 

And again your fi;eps purfue. 

Plum'd Conceit himfelf fiui'eying, 
Folly with her (hadow playing, 
Piufe-proud, elbowing Infolence, 
Bloated empiric, pufF'd Pretence, 
Noife that through a trumpet fpeaki, 
Laughter in loud peals that breaks, 
Intrufion with a fopling*8 face 
(Ignorant of time and place). 
Sparks of fire Diflention blowing, 
Du6lile, court-bred Flattery, bowing, 
Reftraint's fliflf neck. Grimace's leer, 
Squint-ey'd Cenfure's artful fneer. 
Ambition's bulkins fleep'd in blood. 
Fly thy prefence, Solitude, 

UI. 
Sage Refledtion bent with years, 
Confcious Virtue void of fears. 
Muffled Silence, wood-nymph fliy. 
Meditation's piercing eye, 

l> Alluding to the account of Palmyra, publifhcd by Mefllrs, Wood 
and Dawkins, and the manner in which th^y were ftruck at the fight of 
ihefe magnificeiit ruiasby break of day. 

0^4 Halcyon 






Halcyon Peace on mofi reeling, 

Rctrofped that fcans the mind, . 

Rapt earth-gazing Refveiy, 

Blufliing artlefs Mpdcfty, 

Health that fniifFs the morning air,^ 

Full-ey'd Truth with bofom bve, 

Jnfpira^ion, Nature's child, 
Seek the folitaiy wild. 

TV. 

You with the tragic Mufe ^ retir'd . 
The wife Euripides infpir'd, 
You taught the fadly-pleafing air 
That ** Athens fav'd from ruhis bare. 
You gave the Cean's tears to flaw, . 
^nd ^ unlock'd the Iprings o£ woe ; 
You penn'd what exii'd Nafo thought, 
And poured the melancholy note. 
"With Petrarch o'er Valclufe you ftray'd. 
When Death fnatch'd his ^ long-lov'd maid; 
You taught the. rocks her lofs to mourn. 
You flreu'd with flowers her viri^in urn. 
And late in b Kagiey you were feen. 
With blood-fhed c)'es, and fombre mien, 

c In the ifland of Salamis. 

^ See Plutarch in the life of Lyfancler. 

c SimoniUes. 

f Laura, twenty years, and ten after her death* 

Z Monody on th(* death of Mrs. Lyttelton, 
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Pymcn his yellow vcftmcnt tore, 
And Dirge a wreath of cyprefs wore. 
But chief 3rour own the iblemn lay 
That wept Narcifla young and gay, 
Darknefs clapp'd her fable wing, 
While you touch'd the mournful firing, 
Anguifh left the pathlefs wild, 
Grim-fac'd Melancholy fmil'd, 
Drowfy Midnight ceas'd to yawn. 
The ftarry hofl put back the dawn, 
Afide their harps cv*n Seraphs flung 
To hear the fweet Complaint, O Young ^, 

V. 

When all Nature's hufli'd afleep. 

Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep, 

Soft you leave your cavernM den. 

And wander o'er the works of men. 

But when Phofphor brings the dawn. 

By her dappled courfers drawn, 

Again you to the wild retreat 

And the early huntfman meet, 

Where as you penfive pace along. 

You catch the diftant fhepherd's fong. 

Or brufh from herbs the pearly dew, 

Or the riling primrofe view. 

Devotion lends her heav'n-plum'd wings, 

Y^ou mount, and Nature with you fings, 

k Night Thoughts. 

But 



Bat when mrd-day fervors giow. 

To iiptand airy fhades you go. 

Where never fun-burnt woodman came. 

Nor ipcnrtiinaa chas'd the timid game -, 

And there beneath an oak redia'd^ 

With dsowfy waterfalls behind^ 

Ton fink to reft. 

*TiH the tuneful bird of night 

Tiook the neighboring poplar's height. 

Wake you with her folcmn ftrain, 

And teach pleased Echo to complain« 

VL 
With you rofes brighter bloom, 
Sweeter CYcry fvreet perfume. 
Purer every fountain flows, 
Stronger every wilding grows^ 

VII, 
Let thofe tpil for gold who pleafe, 
Or for fame renounce their eafe. 
What is fame ? an empty bubble ; 
Gold ? a tranfient, fliining trouble. 
Let them for their country bleed, 
What wa^ Sidney's, Raleigh's meed ? 
Alan*s not w^orth a moment's pain, 
Bafe, iingrateful, fickle, vain. 
Then (et me, fequeiler'd fair^ 
Tfo youj' Sib) 1 grot repair, 
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On yon hanging cliff it ftands 
Scoop'd by Nature's falvage hands, 
Bofom'd in the gloomy fhade 
Of cyprefs, not with age decay'd. 
Where the owl flill -hooting fits, 
Where the bat mceffant flits. 
There in loftier (trains I'll fi ng 
Whence the changing feafons fpring. 
Tell how ftorms deform the Ikies, 
Whence the waves fubfide and rife. 
Trace the comet's blazing tail. 
Weigh the planets in a fcale ; 

Bend, great God, before thy (hrinc, 
'The bournlefs microcofm's thine, 

VIII. 

Save me J what's yon flirouded fliade. 

That wanders in the dark -brown glade ? 

It beckons me! — vain fears, adieu, 

^yilerious ghoU, I follow you. 

Ah me ! too well that gait I know. 

My youth's firfl friend, my manhood's woe ! 

Its breaft it bares ! what ! llain'd with blood ? 

Quick let me ftaunch the vital flood. 

O fpirit, whither art thou flown ? 

Why left me comfortlcfs alone ? 

O Solitude, on rac bedow 

The hc^rt-fclt harmony of woe, 
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.Such, fuch, as on th' Aufonian ihore. 
Sweet * Dorian Mofchus trill'd of yore : 
No time fliould cancel thy defert. 
More,* mqre, than ^ Bion v/as, thou wert. 

IX. 
O goddefs of the tearful eye J, 
The never- ceafing.ftream fupply. 
Let us with Retirement go 
To charnels, and the houfe of woe, 
Ox'er Friendihip's herfe low-drooping moum^ 
Where the fickly tapers burn, 
' Where Death and nun-clad Sorrow dwell. 
And nightly ring the folem^knelW 
The gloom difpels, the charnel fmiles, 
light flalhes through the vaulted iles. 
Blow filky foft J thou weftern gale, 
O goddess of the defart, hail I 
She burfts from yon clift-riven cave, 
Infulted by the wintry wave ; 
Her brow an iv)'-garland binds, 
Her trefles wanton with the winds, 
A lion's fpoils, without a zone, 
Around her limbs are carelefs thrown ; 

i Sec IdyU. 

k Alluding'to the death of a friend. 

1 Dr. Graios^r has h^re evidently borro'.ved from Dr. Warton's Ode 
to Fantj, which 'was pubhlhcd fevcra] years before the prcfent poem. 
Sec ToLilLp. 1 1 6, " Goddefs of the teariul eve/' 5cc, 

Her 
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Her right*hand wields a knotted xnacc. 
Her eyes roll wild, a ftridc her pace ; 
Her left a magic mirror holds. 
In which flie oft herfelf beholds. 
O goddefs of the defart, hail ! 
And fofter blow, thou wefkm gale ! 

Since in each fcheme of life IVe fiul'd. 
And difappointment feems entail'd ; 
Since all on earth I valued moil:, 
My guide, my iby, my friend is \o&. ^ 
You, only you, can make me bleii:. 
And hufli the tempeft in my breaCL 
Then gently deign to guide my feet ^ 
To your hermit-trodden feat, 
Where I may live at laft my own^ 
Where I at laft may die unknown.. 

I fpoke, die twin'd her magic ray. 
And thus (he faid, or feemM to lay s 
Youth, you're miilaken, if you think to find 
Iq fhades a medicine ffr a troubled mind; 
Wan Grief will haunt you wherefoe'cr you gpp 
Sigh in the breeze, and in the flreamletfloWy 
There pale inadion pines his life away, 
Andy fatiate, curfes the return of day : 
There naked Frenzy laughing wild with paid. 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in tt\c main t 
There Superflition broods o'er all her fears^ 
Apd yells of d»moDS in the Zephyr hears^ 



But 
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But if i hermit you*re refolv'd to dwell) 
And bid to focial life a lafl fistrewell ; 
Tis impious- 
God never made an independent man, 
'Twould jar the concord of his general plan : 
Sec every part of that Ihipdndous whole, 
•' Whofe body Nature is, and God the foul ;" 
To one great end, the general good, confpire. 
From matter, brute, to man, to feraph, fire. 
Should man through Nature folitary roam, 
Tlis will his fovereign, every where his home. 
What force would guard him from the lion's jaw ? 
What fwiftnefs wing him from the panther's paw ? 
Or Ihould Fate lead him to fome fafer ihore. 
Where panthers never prowl, nor lions roar ; 
Where liberal Nature all her charms bellows. 
Suns (hine, birds iing, flowers bloom, and water flows, 
Fool, doft thou think he'd revel on the flore, 
Abfolve the care of Heav'n, nor alk for more ? 
Tho* waters flow'd, flowers bloom'd, and Phoebus fhonc, 
He'd ligh, te'd murmur that he was alone. 
For know, the Maker on the human breaft 
A fenfe of kindred, country, man, impreft j 
And Ibcial life to better, aid, adorn. 
With proper faculties each mortal's born. 

Though Nature's works the ruling mind declare^ 
And well defers^e enquiry's ferious care, 

The 
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The God (whatever Mifanthropy may lay) 

Shines, beams in man with moil unclouded ray« 

What boots it thee to fly from pole to pole. 

Hang o'er the fun, and with the planets roll? 

What boots through fpace's fiirtheft bourns to Foam^ 

If thou, O man, a flranger art at home? 

Then know thyfelf, the human mind furvcy. 

The ufe, the pleafure will the toil repay. 

Hence Infpiration plr.ns his manner'd lays. 

Hence Homer's crown ; and, Shaklpeare, hencfi thy bsy&% 

Hence he, the pride of Athens, and the fiiame. 

The bed and wifefl: of mankind became. 

Nor ftudj^ only, pradife what you know. 

Your life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe* 

With Plato's olive wreath the bays entwine ; 

Thofe who in ftudy. lliould in pradice ihine. 

Say, does the learned Lord of Hagley's fhade ™, 

Charm man fo much by mofly fountains laid. 

As when, arouz'd, he ilems Corruption's courfc,, 

And fhakes the fenate with a Tally's force ? 

When Freedom gafp'd beneath a Cafar's feet. 

Then public Virtue might tp Ihades retreat ; 

But where flie breathes, the leaft may ufefiil be. 

And Freedom, Britain, flill belongs to thee. 

Though man's imgrateful, or though Fortune frown ; 

Is the reward of worth a iong, or crown ? 

** Lord L"vtteh«n. 

Nor 
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Kor yet unrecompensM are Virtue's pains. 

Good Alien ^ lives, and bounteous Bninfwick reigti^i 

On each condition difappointments wait, 

Enter the hut, and force the guarded gate. 

Nor dare rapine, though early Friendfhip Heed, 

From love, the world, and all its cares he's freed. 

But know, Adverfity's the child of God ; 

.Whom Heaven approves of moftj moft feel her rod» 

When finooth old Ocean and each ftorm's afleep^ 

Then Ignorance may plo\)gh the watery deep ; 

But when the dsemons of the tempefb rave. 

Skill muft conduct the veffel through the wave* 

*> Sidney, what good man envies not thy blow ? 

Who would not wifli p Anytus for a foe ? 

Intrepid Virtue triumphs over Fate, 

The good can never be unfortunate. 

And be this maxim graven in thy mind. 

The height of virtue is to ferve mankind. 

But when old age has iilvcr*d o'er thy hcad| 
When memory fails, and all thy vigour's flcd^ 
Then may^ft thou feek the flillnefs of retreat ^ 
Then hear aloof the human temped: beat, ^ 

Then will I greet thee to my woodland cave,* 
Allay the pangs of age, and-frnooth thy graven 

» Ralph Allen, Efq; of Prior Park. . 

• Algernon Sidney, beheaded at Towcr-hiU, 7th December^ l683< 

f One of the acculers of Socrates. 
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Aq o d 

To the Ri^t Honourable 
^ E P H E N P O Y N T Z, Efq; &:c. &c. 



.1 



By the Honourable/ ,., . . 

I .It 

H ARLBs HAI}. Wri. ci AMii v'Knt* df the Bath, 

f • • • 

)■'■■. . . ; . J • > 

SenferequidmnsTitt^fiudiiM^i ,\ 
'Nutfitafaufiisfubpmtra^u$ .... 

p#/. — ^ — : — 

DoHrinufodnfimffQmoniitkfitam^ .• 
Redique cultus fe^oTit rohvnmN '' 

>• HoR. Lib. IV. Od;;4. 

[TTHILST Wffliam's dcedi and William's praife '• 

V V Each Englifli breaft with tranfport raifei 

Each Engjifti tongue employ ; 

ay, PoynU, if thy elated heart 

Lflumcs not a fuperior part^ - - - , . -. . 

A larger (hare of joy ? 

11. But 

Charles Hanbury WiUIams was the fecond Ton of John Han* 
^fqj a South Sea dire^r. 1111735 he was chofen member for 
.IV. R the 



n. 

' -flnt thirt thy i^jraimy's KgK affidrs 
" ttnploy thy time, demand thy caret. 
You (hould renew your flight ; 
\ You ody fhould't&is theme purfue- 
Who can for William feel like ypu i . 

Or whoflikc ybii can writef 
. , III. 

Then to rdiearfe the Hero's praife. 
To paint this fiMibib^oEh^ dayi, 
' . • T^e pleafing taik be mine«-«« / 

To think on all thy cares overpaid. 
To view the Hero you teivc made. 
That pleafing part be thine* 

the county of Monmoutb> iM' was te^Uitcd ta 17399 on being ip* 
pointed paymafter of the marine regiments, and again at the general 
eleftion m t74r« On the aoth of O^^ober, 17449 he was inftaUeds 
Knight of the Bath, and in 1746 appointed miniAer to the court of Ber> 
lin. He contloued in that iituatioa until the 9th of May, 1749, whe^ 
he WIS i^med enr^^ektraordinary and plenii^oteiktikry to Ae'famt 
court. In. 1754 . he r^prefented the borough of Leuioainfter, nod aboat 
that time weBt ambkflador to the court of Ruifia. He acouitted him* 
(elf in his feVeral employments abroad with coniiHerable abilities ^ but 
falling into an iU flate of health| he retttraed'iib BhigUnd^ and di^d tht 
sdof November^ 1759* ^ 



IV. Who 
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TV. 
Who firii {hould' watch^ and who call fortk. 
This youthfol Prince's rarious worthy 

You had the public voice ; 
Wifely his royal Sire confign*d" 
To you the culture of his nsindi 

And England bkft the choice. 

V. 
Yoii taught him to be early known 
By martial deeds of courage (hewn: \ 

From this, near Mona's** flood. 
By his vidorious Father led, 
He flefh'd his maiden iword/ he ihed^ 

And proT'd th^ illufbious blood. 

vr. 

Of Virtue's various charms you taught, 
What happineis and gloiy fraught^ 

How her linfhaken power 
Is independent of fuccefs ; 
That no defeat dm make it leii, 

No conquefi make it more. 

%The nret Mayne, near Dettlngen, where George the Second en- 
\gjtd the French in per/bn^ 17th of June, 174^* At this battle the 
nke of Cumberland gave (ignal ptoofs of his valour^ condu£k^ and in- 
spidicy. 



R « Vn. This, 
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VIL 
This, after Tourn^y^s ' tatal day, ... 
'Midfl lorrow, cares , and dire difinay, 

Btought calm, and fure relief ; 
He fcrutinizM his noble heart. 
Found Virtue had perfprm'd her part, 

And peaceful ilept the Chief, 

VIU. 
From thee he early learnt to feel 
The Patriot's warmth for England's weal 

(True Valour*s nobleft fpring) ; 
To vindicate her Church diilreft i 
To fight for liberty dpprel^; 

To perifh for his King, 
■ IX. 
Yet. fay, if in thy fondeft fcopc 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 

That bounteous heaven £6 ibon 
Would pay thy toils, reward thy care, 
Confcnting bend to every prayer,, 

And all thy wiflxes crown ? 

c The battle of Tournay, fought 30th of April, 1745. ^ 'Aist 
gageirienc the Duke of Cumberland commanded in chief againil ^ 
fhal Saxe* 



X.V 
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Wc fiw a wretch, with traitorous ai^. 
Our King's and Church's rights invade : 

And thine, fair Liberty ! 
We few thy Hero fly to war,' 
Beat down Rebellion, break her ipear, 

And fet the nation free. 

XI. 
Culloden's field, my glorious theme. 
My rapture, vifion, and my dream. 

Gilds the young Hero's days : 
Yet can there be one Englifh heart 
That does not give thee, Poyntz, thy part, 

Anfd own thy Ihare of praife ? 

XII. 
Nor is thy. fame to thee decreed 
For life's (liort date : when William's head. 

For vi£tories to come. 
The frequent laurel fliall receive ; 
Chaplets fof* thee our fofns fhall weave, 

And hang 'enl on thy tomb. 
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ODE on the Death of MAtz^L^ a^ favpttrite 
Bull-finch, addrei^'d to Mr. SfANKQPE % to whopi 
the Au0or had given ^ R^verfion of it when he 
left Drefden* 

9ytbb0ame« 



I. 

TR Y not, my Stan hope, 'tis in vain, 
Tp flop your tears^ to hide your pain. 
Or checjc your hopeft rage 5 
Give forrow and revenge their fcope^ 
My prefent joy, your future hope^ 
Lies murderM in his cage. 

n. 

Matzel's no more ; ye graces, loves, 
Ye linnets, nightingales, and deves, 

Attend th' untimely bier j 
Let every forrow be expreft, 
Beat with your wings each mounifiil bread. 

And drop the nat'ral tear* 

» Philip Stanhope, "£.{<[{ natural Ton to the Eirl of CheftcrfieldL 
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In height of fimg, in beauty's pride. 

By fell Grimalkin's claws he died^— *• 

But vengeance IhaU have way ; 
On pains and tortures 111' refine ; 
Yet, Matzel. that one death of thine. 

His nine will ill repay* 

For thee, my bird, the facred Mne, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, (hall join 

In thy funereal verfe : . , . , 

My painful talk fhall be to write 
Th* eternal dirge which they indite. 

And hang it on thy hearfe. 

V. 
In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to return : '^ 

Is fled to happier fhades. 
Where Lefbia fhatl for Jum prepare . 
The place moft charming, and mofi fkir, 

Of all th' Hylian glades. 

VI. 
There (hall Ay notes in cyprefs grove 
Sooth wretched ghbfts that died for love ; 

There (hall thy plaintive ih-ain 
Lull impious Phaedra's endleis grief, 
To Procris yield iome &ort reiiefi^ 

Andfoften Dido's pain. • 

R 4 VIL 'Till 



.vn. 

• ■ ■ ^ 

'Till Profcrpifljft . by "chancc ihall hear ., 
Thy ^otes, and make thee al> hgr qare, . 

And love thee with pay love; . . ' 
While each attendaof foul IbaU praiie 
The matchlef?* Matzel's tuneful lays. 

And all his ibngs approve* 
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MARTIALIS EPIGRA MM A. 
Lib. VI..Ej>. 34. Iniitatcd. 

By THE SAME. . 

COME, Chloc, and give me fv^icct kifles, 
For fwceter fure never giri gave t 
But why in the midft of my blifles 

Do yoti aik me how many I*d have ? 
I^ not to be ftintcd in pleafiire « 

Then pr ythee, my charmer, be kind ; 
For whilft I love thee above meafiipe^ 

To numbcn 1*11 ne'er be confin'd. 
Count the bees that on Hybla are playing. 

Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempc are ftraying. 

Or the grain that rich Sieily yields ; 



Go 



r i65 1 

Go pumber Ac Ihirs in thelieaven, : • > 

^ Count bow many fands on the Ciort % 
When fo maxiy kifiesr yoa'w ghaen, 

I ftill (hall be cra^ng for more. 
To a hearj &11 of love let roc hold thee; " ' ' 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; ' ' 
With nly amis III for evet enfold thee, 
. •• • And twiil round thy limbs like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is} 

My life on thy lips ihali be fpent ; 

But the wretch that can number his kiflea 

With' feu' will be ever content. 
I 

The PROGRESS of DISCONTENT. 

A . P O E M. 

Written at Oxford in the Year 1746. 

WH EN now, mature in claific knowledge. 
The joyful youth is fent to college. 
His father comes, a vicar plain, 
At Oxford bred— in Anna's reign. 
And thus in form of humble fuitor^ 
Bowing, accofis a reverend tutor : 
«* Sir, I'm a Glo'ftcrfliire divine, 

** And this my cidcft fon of nine ; 

I *^ My 
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•* My wife's amlrition and my own " 

** Wat fhat tbb difld ihould wear a gown i 

*^ 111 warrant that hit' good behavioar 

•* Wai juftify your future fevoiur : • 

** And for his parts, to tell the tnitfa, 

•♦ My fen's a very forward youth ; 

•* Has Horace all by heart— you*d wonder— 

** And mouths out Homer's Greek like thunder* 

^^ If youM examine«-and admit him, 

*^ A fcholarfhip would nicely fit him : 

•* That he fucceeds 'tis ten to one ; 

•* Your vote and intereft, Sir !"— *Tis done. 

Our pupiPs hopesy though twice defeated^ 
Are with a fcholarfhip compleated ^ 
A fcholarfhip but half maintains. 
And college rules are lieayy chains : 
In garret dark he fmokes and puns, 
A prey to difcipline and duns ; 
And now, intent on new defigns. 
Sighs for a fellowfhip— and fines* 

When nine full tedious winters pafl, 
That utmofl wifh is crown'd at lafl 2 
But the rich prize no fboner got. 
Again he quarrels with his lot : 
♦* Thefe fellowfliips are pretty things, 
♦* We live indeed like petty kings : 
" But who can bear to wafle his whole age 
^' Amid the dullncfs of a coUege, 

^* Debarr'i 



%* 
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•♦ Debarred the common joy» rflife ; 
•* And that prime Wife— a lovmg wife ^ 
**0\ wbdt't a table richly fpread 
^* Without a woman at its head ! 

Would tome fiiug benefice but fall, 
•* Ye feafts, ye dinners ! farewel all ! 
«* To oflSccs I'd bid adieu, 
♦* Of deans, vice praf.— of burfar too ; 
♦* Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 
♦♦ Come, tythes, and houfe, and fruitful fields I" 

Too fond of liberty and cafe 
A patron's vanity to pleafe. 
Long time he watches, and by ftealth. 
Each frail incumbent's doubtful health ; 
At length-^and in his fortieth year, 
A living drops — two himdred clear ; 
With breaft elate beyond expreffion. 

He hurries down to take poffeffion. 

With rapture views the fweet retreat— 

♦' What a convenient houfe ! how neat ! 

^' For fuel here's fufficient wood: 

*' Pray God the cellarn may be goo d ! 

♦^ The garden— that muft be new plannM— 

♦ « Shall thefe old-fafliiqn'd yew-trees ftand? 

** O'er yonder vacant plot fhall rife 

<* The flow'ry (hnib of thoufand dyes ;— » 

<* Yon* 



« Yon^ wall, that fecli thcfoathwi iif; ' 

** Shall bli>(h.with ruddy fruitage gay ? • 

** While thick beneath itt afpe6^ Wanm ■■ 

«< O'er well-raDg'd hives the bees Ibail (Warro^ 

^* From wbich^ ere long, of golden gleam' 

** Metheg]in?& lupous juice fliall flream : 

*' This auk ward hut, o'ergrown with ivy, ' 

♦' We'll J^lter to a modem privy : 

*' Up yon gieen Hope, of hazels trim, 

** Ah avciiuc io cool, and dim, 

•* Shall to an arbbur, at the end, 

** In ipite of gout, intice a friend. 

* * My predecefTor lov'd devotion— • 

** But o£ a garden had no notion.'* 

Continuing this fantadic farce on, 
l:{t now commences country parfon. 
To make his chara6ler entire, 
He weds —a coulin of the Tquire ; 
Not over-v\eighty in the purfe. 
But many doctors have done worfe ; 
And thoui^h (lie boafl no charms divine. 
Yet file can carve, and make birch wine, 

Thiis fixt, content he taps his barrel, 
Fxhorts his neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his church-wardens have difceming 
Both in, gofxl liquor and good learning : 



With 
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With tithes his barns replete he fo^s^ 
And chuckles o'er his iurplice fees ; 
Studies to find out latent dues. 
And regulates the flate of pews ; 
Rides a Ikek inare with purple houfing. 
To fhare th^ monthly club*s caroufing ; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious ^ells, 
And —hut on Sundays-— hears no bells ; 
Sends preients of his.choicefl fruit, ■ 
And primes himfelf each faplefs flioot ; 
Plants cauliflowers, and boafls to rear 
The earlieft 'melons of the year : 
Thinks alteration charming ^^'o^k is^ 
Keeps Bantam cocks, and feeds his turkies ; : 
Builds in his copfe a favourite bench, 
And (lores the pond with carp and tench- 
But ah 1 too foon his thoughtlefs breail 
By cares domeftic is ppprefl 1 
And a third butcher's bill, and brewmg. 
Threaten inevitable ruin : 
For children frefh expences yet, 
And Dicky now for Ichool is fit. 
-^ Why did I fell my college life 
** (He cries) for benefice and wife ? 
•* Return, ye days 1 when endlefs pleafure 
^^ I found in reading, or in leifure ! 
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*' WlieD daim arcmnd the oommon roooi 
^* I pnffd my daily pipe's perfume ! 
*^ Rode for a ^machy and mfyo&ed^ 
*^ At annual bottlings, corks iele6bd : 
** And din'd untax'd, untrotibled, undct 
'* The portrait of our pious founder ! 
* * When impofiti<Mis were; fupply'd 
•• To light my pipe— or footh my pride-* 
** Nor cares were then for forward ptes^ 
*^ A yearly-longing wife to jdeaie % 
*^ My thoughts no chrifPning dinner cn^ 
** No diildren ciy'd for butter'd toafti 
•* And every night I went to bed, 
♦* Without a Modus in my head !" 

Oh ! trifling head^ and fickle heart ! 
Chagrin'd at whatfoe*er thou art 5 
A dupe to follies yet untry'd, 
And fick of pleafures, fcarce enjoyed ! 
Each prize poflefs'd, thy tranfport ceaftti 
And in purfuit alone it pleafes. 



The 



ThcFll^E-SIDJE, 

By Dr. Cotton. 

I. 

DEAR Chloe, while the^bufy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, - 
Ifi Folly's maze advance ; 
Though fingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll fiep afidc^ 
Nor join the giddy dance* 

n. 

From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own faxnily and fire, 

Where love our hour» employ* | 
No noify neighbour enters here. 
No intermeddling firanger near, . ^ « 

To fpoil our heart-felt joy#» 

IIL 
J£ folid happinefk we prize, ■. 
Withm our breaft this jewel lies ; . " 

And they are fools who roaip § . , . 
^ The world has nothing to beftow, ^ ' 

From our own felves our joys muft.flow. 

And that dear, hut^ our home* 

5 IV. Of 



, ly. 

Of reft was Noah'ft dove bereft. 
When with impatient wing (he left 

That Mq retreat, the afk ; 
Giving her vain excurHon o'er. 
The difappointed bird once more 

Explored the lacred bark, 

V» 
Though fools fpuni Hymen's gentle powVs, 
We, srho icnprove his '|joiden hours. 

By fweet experience' know, - - • 
That marriage, rigJitJy underftood. 
Gives to the teeder and the good 

A pamdife below. 

VI. 
Our babes (hall richeft comforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a Ipring, 

Whence picafures ever rife : 
We'll form their minds with ftudious care. 
To ail that's manly, good, and fair, 

And tfain them for the ikies. 

vir. 

While they our wifeil holiir s engage. 
They'll joy our youth, fiipport our age, 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue-eveiy day. 
And thus our fondcft loves repay, 

Aud recompenfe our cares. 

vm.Nc 
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No borrowM joys ! they're all our own, 
. While to thc^i^orid we live unkbown, ' ' 

Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your ftate ; 
We look with pity on die great, 

And blefs our humbler lot. 

IX. 
Our portion is not large indeed, 
But then how little do we need ! 

For Nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more thaii may fuffice^ 

'9 

And make that little do; 

• X. 
We*ll therefore relifli with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has fent. 

Nor aim beyond our pow*r j 
For if our ftbck be very irnall, 
*Tis prudence to eiijoy it all. 

Nor loie the prefent houf • 

XL ^< 

To be refign'd, when ills betide. 
Patient, when favours arc deny'd. 

And pleased with favours given z 
Dear Chloe, this is wifdom's part^ 
This is that incenfe of the heart, 

Whoie fragrance finells to faeav'ii. 
VoL^IV. , S Xn^We'U 
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WeV aik no toag-protrafbd treaty 
(Sinoe winter life is ieldom feeet) ; 

But .when our fcafi is o'er^ 
Grateful firoiQ table we'll ^xik^ 
Nor grudge our ions, with i^nvioiit eja^ 

The relics of our fiore* 

Xill. 
Thus hand in hand through life we*U gOf 
Its checkered paths of joy s|ik1 woe 

With cautious fieps well tread | 
Q^ its yain fcenes without a tear. 
Without a trouble or a fear. 

And mingle with the <Jead« 

XIV. 
Wlule Confcience, like a feitbfi^ bifsnd. 
Shall throu^ the gloomy vale attend^ 

And cheer our dying breath $ 
Shall, when all other comforts ceafe^ 
Like a kind angel whimper peace. 

And iinooth the bed of deatb» 



TO- 
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T0-MORROW. . 

Bythbsame. 

I 

Peretmt et Imputantur^ 

TO*inorrow, di^ thoi^ lay ! 
Methought I heard Horatio fay, To-imorrov^^ 
Go to — I will not hear of it— To*morrow I 
'Tis a fharfiert who flakes his penury 
Againft thy plenty-^who takes thy ready caihy 
And pays thee nou|^t bi;t wifhes, hopes, and proinifiiw^ 
The currency of ideots-^iiyurious bankrupt. 
That gulls tjijf cafy creditor ! — To-morrow! 
It is a period no where to be found 
la all the hoary regifiers of Time, 
Unlefs perchance in the fboPs calendar^ 
Wifdom difclaims the word, nor holds fodety 
With thofe who own it. No, my Horatio, 
*Tis Fancy's child, and Folly i§ itj fether ; 
Wrought of fuch fhiff as dreapis are ; and ba&leli 
Am the fantaiUc vifiom of tlie evenings 

But foft, my friend— arreft the prefimt momcm ; 
For be aflur'd, they aU are arrant tell-tales i 
And though their flight beiileitt, and their path 

S a Trackkfiiy 
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Tnieklefi, as the wingM couriers of the air, 
Thcj poft to hea¥*ii, and there fecotd thy folly. 
Becauie, though flationM on th* important watch^ 
Thou, like a ilceping, faithleis centind, 
Didft let thetn pais unnoticed, unimprov d* 
And know, for that thou fhunber'dft on the guard. 
Thou (halt be made to anfwer at the bar 
For eveiy fugitive : and when thou thus 
Shalt fland impleaded at ithe hi^^ triubunal 
Of hood-wink'd JufHce, who ihtU tell thy audit ! 

Then ftay the prefent inAant, dear Hixatio s 
Imprint the marks of wifdom on its wings. 
'Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far more precious 
Than all the crimfon treafures of life's fountain. 
Ol let it not elude thy graip ; but^ like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 
Hold the fleet angel fiai(, until he ble& thee. 



On Lord C O B H A M^s Gardens. 

By tHE same. 

IT puzzles much the fages' brains, 
Where Eden flood of yore; 
Some place it in Arabia's plains ; 
Some fay, it is no more, 

6 ' Buc 



But Cobham con thele tales confute^ 
As all the curious know ; 

]Fpr IfC has prov'd beyond di^ute| 
That Paradife is Stow. 



•^•//v/^yA-y/i-z/^^v'A-vy^v/^^ 



To Ml Child of Five Y]&ar$ old. 

By the same. 

FAIREST flower, all flowers excelling, 
Wtych in Eden's garden grew ; 
Flowers of JEve's imbower'd dwelling* 

Are, my Fair-one, types of you« 
Mark, my Folly, how the rofes 

Emulate thy damaik che^k ; 
How the bud its fweets difclofes ; 

Buds thy opening bloom beipeak» 
ZJlies are,^ ify plain dire<^on. 

Emblems of a double kind ; 
Emblems of thy &ir complexion. 

Emblems of thy fairer mind. 
But, dear girl, both flowers and beauty 

Bloflbm, fafie, and die ^way ; 
Then purfve good feufe and duty, 

Evergreens, that n^'er decay. 

> Allttdiog toMilton's dicfcriptioa of Erfe's bewer* / 

S3" Fathek 
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Fathb* FRANCIS'S Prated. 
Written in Lord Westmorland** Hermitaj;^* 

BY^GiLigtT West, Esq^ 

N£ gay attire, ne marble hall, 
Ne arched roof, tie pifturM -Walls 
Ne cook of Fraunce, ne daihty board^ 
Beflow'd w ith *pye5 of perigof d ; 
Ne power, ne fuch likfe idie ikiei^^ - 
Sweet Agnes, grant to father Francis; 
Let me ne more imyfclf deceive ; 
Ne more regi^t the toys I leave j I 

The world 1 quit, the proud, the vaiA, 
Corniption's and Ambition's train ; 
But not the good, perdie nor £iir, 
*GainJ[t them I make ne vow, ht ^ytr; 
But fuch aye welcome to tny cell-, ■ 
And oft, not always, with tat dwdl^ 
Then cafl, fweet Saint, a cirele rain^^ 
And blefs from fools this h^^y gt^und; 
From all the ^aes to worth and tnii;h» 
From wanton dd, and homely youths 



The 
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The gavely dull, and pertly gay ; 
Oh baniih thefe; and by my fay^ . ,, . 

iUght well I ween that in this age - ' •^' 

Mine houie fhall prove an hermitage* 

Air Iksckxptiok on the Qklu 

Beneath thefe mols-grown roots, this ruftic cell, 
Truth, Liberty, Content, lequefter'd dwell j 
Say you, who dare our hermitage difdain, 
What drawing-room can boafl fo fair a train? 

An Inscription in the Cell* 

Sweet bird, that iing*fl on yonder .%»ray, 
Furfue unharm'd thy fylvan lay : 
While I beneath this breezy fhade 
In peace repofe my carelefs head ; 
And, joining thy enrapturM fong, 
Inflxu^t the world-enamour'd throng. 
That the contented harmleis breaft 
In Iblitude itielf is blefi* 



S f To 
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To TBS Right Hon. HENRY PELHAM, Esq^ 

By Edward Mooee. 

THE humble Fetitkm of the worfhipfid oompany of 
Poets and News-writers, 

THAT your honoui^s petitioners (dealers in rhymeSi 
And writers of fcandal, for mending the times), 
By lofles in bus*nefs, and England's well-doing. 
Are funk in their credit, and verging on ruin. 

That thefe thdr misfortunes, they humbly conceive, 
Arife not from dullriefs, as fome folks believe, 
But from rubs in their way, that yoiir honour has laid, 
And want of materials to carry on trade. 

That they always had form'd high conceits of their ufe. 
And meant their laft breath flioiild go out in abufe ; 
But now (and they fpeak it with forrow and tears). 
Since ycur honour has fate at the helm of affairs. 
No party will join 'em, no fadion in\nte 
To heed what they fay, or to read what they write ; 

Sedition^ 



^ition, and Tumult, and Difcord are fled. 
And Sland^f fcarce ventures to Jift up her hie^d-- 
In ihort, pliUic bus'neft is (• cariyfd <m, 
That their country is fav'd, and the patriots undone. 

Tp i^rplex t^m flill more, and fure Sunioe to bring 
^ow fatire has lofi both its truth and its fting), 
If, in fpite of tho^ir^tures, they bungle at praife. 
Your honour regards not, and nobody pays* 

^ OUR Petitioners therefore moft humbly entreat 
(As times ynll allow^ and your honour thinks meet) 
That meafures be chang'd, and fome caufe of complaint 
B^ immediately fumiihfd, and. end their relhaint ; 
Their credit thereby, and their trade to retrieve. 
That again they may rail,, and the nation believe. 

Or elfe (if your wifdom fhalF deem it all one) , 
Now the parljiament*s rifmg, and bus^nefs is done, - - -« 
That your honour would pleafe, at this dangerous crifis^ 
To Jake to your Jjofom a few private vices; 
By which your petitioners, haply, might thrive, 
An<} keep bodi themfelves, and contention alive. 

In companion, good Sir! give 'em fomething to lay. 
And your honour's petitioners ever fliall pray. 



Av 
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An O D 

FEKFOKifSD IW THE 

SenatE'House at CAMBRIDGE, July i, 1749. 

^ - I ' ■ 

t 

At the Installation of his Grace 
THOMAS HOLLES Duke of NEWCASTXE, 
CHANCELLOR of the UKivEMXTt:^. 

■ camt irrantem Permeffl adptmirm GdBum 

Amnms m mo/ties itt duxerit unafaorum ; 

JJt^ mro Ftmbi charms affkrr$xmt omnis* Vz EG x L* 

Bt Ms, mason, Fellow of Pembeore-^Hall, 

fet to Mufic hj Mr. B o y c e, Cotnpofer to His Majci^* 

jftedtaim^T T ERE all thy aftivc fires diffufe, 
A X Thou genuine Britiih Mufe; 
Hith^ defcend from yonder orient iky, 
Clothed in thy he^vVwove robe of harmony. 

Jirl. 
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Airl. Come, imperial queen of fong, 

Come with all that free-born grace. 

Which lifts thee from the ferrile throngs 

Who meanly mimic thy majeflic pacej 

That glance of dignity divine. 

Which fpeaks ihee of ccleftial line; 

Proclaims thee inmdte of the fky. 

Daughter of Jove and Liberty, 

II. 
Recitaiitfe. The elevated foul, who feels 

Thy aw;eful impulfe, walks the fragrant wayf 

Of honeft unpolluted praife J 

He with impartial juflicc deals 
The blooming chaplets of imm^ortal lays : * 
He flies above ambition^s low career ; 
And nobly throhM in Truth's meridian Iphere, 
Thence, with a bold and heav*n-dire6led aim. 
Full on fair Virtue's Ihrine^he pouris the rays of fame* 

JHr II. Godd^fs I thy piercing eye oxplores . 
The radiant range of Beauty's flores. 
The fteep afceht of pine-clad hills. 
Catches each lively-colour'd grace, 
Th^ crimibn of the wood-nymph's face, • 
The Verdure of the velvet lawn. 
The purple in the eaftern dawn. 
Of all thofe tints, which, rangM in vivid glow, 
Mark the bold fweep of the celeflial bow, 

IV, Recitatmt 



I a4fc i 




'■Vxs "sf set snslisnaaZ sye 



V>c ic'jcLi ?nae -rrjr xumes ne Hero s 

VT'^ta % .:ic;2 oiuu. vj«=iiiiB vurss ±s Side's heait^ 

T^ -ist iu*" >cc2-^^ 37 1 IcsrtsT iaz« 
Ot *.tn»tri :<^ unpiicr rci^ziis rse 'vuSe A-nra^n of art* 

<h*: cuiii v.di -.\.x. ■rzx^z.i 



^"T^ c':?uc:^t.'C riiiiizcs tc zes ■*'** * 



Ker "iixrcLcii ic« ? "Alienr Rosace i^ictk. 



Tb:rt :b? IsocdilT cne 



CirvL 




t »8$ ] 

Chorus I. All hail, all hail, 

Majeftic Granta ! hail thy awefiil namei 

Dear to the Muie, to Liberty^ to Fame. 

VI. 
Recitative* You too, illuftnous Train, ihe greets 

Who firft ill theie infpiring feats 

Caught the bright beams of that aetberial fire. 

Which now fublimely prompts you to afpire 

To deeds of nobk^ note : whether to ftield 

Your country's liberties, your country's laws ; 

Or in Religion's hallowM caufe 

To hurl the fhafts of reaioo, and to widd 

Thofe heav'nly-temper'd arms^ whofe rapid forae 

. 'Arreils baie Falfhood in her impious courfe, 

And drives rebellious Vice indignant from the fieUL 

VII. 
Air rV. And now (he tunes her plaufive fong 

To you her fage domeflic throng ; 

Who here, at Learning's richeft fhrine^ 

, Difpenfe to each ingenuous youth 

The treafures of inunortal Truth, 

And open Wifdom's golden mine. 

IdKitaiive, Each youth, infpir'd by your perfuafive -art^ , 

Clafps the dear form of virtue to his heart ; 

. And feels in his tranfported foul 

EnthufialHc raptures roll, 

GenVous as thofe the fons of Cecrops caught 

In hoar Lycxum's fliades from Plato's fire-clad thought. 

Vm. Jir. 
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vm. 

JSrV. O Granta !. on thy iiappy plain 

Still may thde Attic glories reign: 
Still may*ft thou keep thy wonted flatc^ 
In unafie^ed grandeur ^great ; 
Retiiaiive. Great as. at this illuflrious hour. 

When He, whom GeokgeV well«weighM choitt 
And Albion's general voice 
HaVe lifted to the faired heights of powei** 
When he appears, and deigns to ihine 
The leader of thy learned line i 
And bids the verdure of thy olive bough 

. ^Mid all his civic chaplets twine, 
And add frefii ^ries to his honoured brow* . 

IX. 

dir VI* Hafte then, and ^ply o*er his head 

The graceful foliage fpread ; 

Mean while the Mufe fhall ihatch the trump of FamC| 
And lift her fwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that Pel ham's name^ 

Is dear to Learning as to Liberty* 

lUf Chfrus* The Mufe fhall fnatch the trump of Fznxtf 
And lift her fwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that Pelham^s name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty. 

ODE 
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ODE TO AN JEOhVS*s » Haif. 



I 



Sent TO Mi&s SHEPHEARDf. 
By the same* 

« - 

YE Sy magic lyre ! now all comj^eat 
Thy llepder frame rd^a£ve riags. 
While kindred i^otes with undulation fweet 
Accordant wake from all thy vocal firings^ 

Go then to he? , whofe foft requefi 

Bade my bleft hands thy £9rm prepare ; 
Ah go, and fweetly footh her tender breaft 
With many a warble wild, and artlefs air* 

For know^ full oft, wjiile o'er the mead 

Bright June extends her ^grant reign. 
The Fair ihall place |hee near her flumb'ring h(^ . 
To court the gales that cool the fultry plain* 

• This inftrument. appean to have been invcuced by KtmeBi%, 
who has given a very accurate defcriptioa of it ia hisMvsvmoiA* 
After having been negle&ed above an hundred years, it was a^^un ac- 
cidentally difcovered by Mr. Oswald* See VoL III* p. 4. of this 

Mifcellany. 

* Afterwards Vifcovuiters Irwla. 

'5 TM 
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Then fhall the Sylphs and Sylphids bright^ 

Mild Genii alL to whoib hiffh care 
Her vir^n charms are giv'n, in circling flight 
Skim iportive round thee in the fields of air. 
' Some, fluttering 'mid thy trembling ftrings. 

Shall catch the rich melodious fpoil. 
And lightly brulh thee with their piu'ple wings^ 
To aid the zejphyrs in their tuneful toil ; 

While others check egch ruder gale. 

Expel rough Boreas from the iky, 
Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale^ 
Save fuch as foftly pant, and panting die* 

Then, as thy fweliing accents rife. 

Fair Fancy, waking at the found, 
Shall paint bright vifions on her raptur'd eyes, 
And waft her fpirits to enchanted ground. 

To myrtle groves, Elyfian greens, 

'Mid which fome fav'rite youth fhall rove. 
Shall meet, fliali lead her through the glittVing fcenes^ 
And all be mufic, ecftacy, and love* 



OJ 
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ODEto health. 

'J 

^on tfitfwere^ fedvakre^ vita* Martial, 

By Mr. D UN COMBE, Fellow of Corpus Chrilli 
College, CAMBRIDGE. 



H 



I. 

» 

EALTH! to thee thy vot'iy owes . 

All the bkffings life beftows. 

All the fwcctfi.the fummer yields. 

Melodious woods, and cloVerM fields ; 

By thee he tailes the calm delights 

Of ftudious days and peaceful mghts : 

By thee his eye each fcene with rapture views i 

The Mufe fhall fing thy gifts^ for they inlpire the Mufe< 

II. 
Does increaie of Wealth impart 

Tranfports to a bounteous heart? 

Does the fire with fmiles furvey 

His prattling children round him play? 

Does love with mutual blufhcs flreak 

The fwain's and virgin's artleis cheek ? 

From Health thefe blulhes, fmiles, and tranfports flow |. 

Wealth, children, love itfelf, to Health their rcliih owe. 

Vol.. IV. T m. Nymph ! 
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m. 

Nymph ! with thecy at early Morn^ 
Let me brufh the waving com ; 
Anidi at Noon-tide's fultry hour, 
O bear me to the wood-bine bow'r ! 
When Evening lights her glow-worm, lead 
To yonder dew-enamellM mead; 
And let me range at Night thofe glimm'ring groves^ 
Where Stillnefs ever ileeps, and Contemplation roves. 

IV. 

This my tributaiy lay 

G^teftil at thy ihrine I pay. 
Who for fev*n whole years hath flied 
Thy balmy bleffings o'er my head ; 
O ! let me flill enamoured view 
Thofe fragrant lips of rofy hue. 
Nor think there needs th* allay of iharp diieafe. 
To quicken thy repaft, and give it pow*r to pleafe* 

V. 

Now by fwifteft Zephyrs drawn. 

Urge thy chariot o'er the lawn ; 
In* yon gloomy grotto laid, 
■ Palemon alks thy kindly aid ; 
If goodnefs can that aid engage, 
O hover round the virtuous fage : 
Nor let one figh for his own fuflfrings rife; 
lach human fu£f ring fills his fympathizing eyef* 

*" ' a Author of ClariiTa. 

V,- VI.Veiw 
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VI. 
Venus from ^neas* fide 

With fuccefsful efforts tryM 

To extract th' cnvcnom'd dart 

That baffled wife lapJs* art : 

If thus, Hygeia^ thou could'fl: prove 

Propitious to the queen of love. 

Now on thy favor'd Heberden beftow 

Thy chcHceil healing pow'rs, for Pallas afks them now* 

VII. 
What though, banifh'd from the fight^ 

To the Hero's troubled fight. 

Ranks on ranks tumultuous role 

Of flying friends and conqu'ring foes ; 

He only panted to obtain 

A laurel wreath for thoufands (lain ; 

On nobler views intent, the Sage's mind 

Ifants to delight, inflni^Y and humahife mankind* 



A VERNAL 
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A VERNALODE. 

Sent to his Grace Dr. THOMAS HERRING 
the Lord Archbifhop of CANTERBURY, 

March 12, 1754. 

By FRANCIS FAWKES, A, M?. 

I. 



B 



RIGHT God of day, whofe genial power 
Revives the buried feed, 
That fpreads with foliage every bowefi 

With verdure every mead, 
Bid all thy vernal breezes fly, 
Diffufing mildnefs through the iky ; 
Give the foft feafon to our drooping plains. 
Sprinkled with rofy dews, and falutary rains. 

a Francis Fawkes was a native of Yorkfhire, and received his edti* 
cation at Leeds, from whence he was removed to Jefus College Cam' 
bridge, where he took his Degrees in Arts. Entering early into holy 
orders ht fettled firft at Bramham in YorkHiire, and afterwards at 
Croydon, where he held the curacy. In this iituation he recommended 
himfelf to the notice of Archbifhop Herring, who then refided at the 
latter place on account of his health ; and, in 1755, ^*^> ^7 '^^^ Pi^ 
late, collated to the vicarage of Orpington with St. Mary Cray, in 
Kent. In April 1774, by the late Dr. Plumptree*s favour, he exchanged 
his vicarage for the rectory of Hayes. He died Auguft 26, 1777. 

II. Enough 
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II. 
Enougli has Winter's hand fevere 

Hurl'd all his terrors round, 

Chill'd the fair dawning of the year, 

And whiten'd all the ground : 

Give but thy vital beams to play. 

The frozen fcenes will melt away; 

And, mix'd in fprightly dance, the blooming Houri 

Wm 'wake the drowfy Spring, and Spring awake the flowen. 

TIL 
Let Health, gay daughter of the Ikies, 

On Zephyr's wings defotnd^ 

And fcatter pleafures as die flies 

Where Surrey's downs extend ; 

There Heu ring wooes her friendly power. 

There may (he all her rofes fliower. 

To heal that (hepherd all her balms employ ! 

So will fhe footh our fears, and give a nation joy, 

IV. 

Ah me I that Virtue's godlike friends 

So fobn are claim'd by Fate ! 
Lo ** Pel HAM to the grave defcends, 

The bulwark of the ftate : 
When will fair Truth his equal find 
Among the bell of human kind ? 
Long be the fatal day with mourning kept ! 
Augustus figh'd fincere, and all the worfhy wept ! 

b The Right Honourable Heniy Pelham, Efi^ died oa the 6th of 
•MMTch 1754. 

T } Thy 
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V. 
Thy delegate, kindheavea, rdbre 

To health, and iafbly keep; 

Let good Augustus figh no more. 

No more the worthy weep : 

And Aill upon the ro3ral head 

The riches of thy blcffings fhed ; 

££bibli(h'd with his counfeilors around, 

Loog be his profp'rous reign^ and all with glory crowned. 




An autumnal ODE. 
By the same. 

« 

L 

YE T once more, glorious God of day, 
While beams thine orb fercnc, 
O let me warbling court thy flay, 

To gild the fading fcene ! 
Thy rays invigorate the Spring, 
Bright Summer to perfeStion bring, 
The cold, inclement days of Winter cheer. 
And make th* Autumnal months the mildefl of the year. 

n. Ere 
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II. 

Ere yet the ruffct foliage fell, 

11] climb the mountain's brow, 
MjT friend, myHayman*, at thy call, 

To view the fcene below : 
How iweetly pleafing to behold 
Foreib of vegetable gold ! 
How mix'd the many-chequered fhades between 
The tawny mellowing hue, and the gay vivid green ! 

in. 

^ How fplendid all the Iky ! how fUll ! 
How mild the dying gale 1 
How foft the whiipers of the rill 

That winds along the dale i 
So tranquil Nature's works appear. 
It feems the Sabbath of the year ; 
As if, the Summer's Labour paft, ihe choib T ; 

This leafon's fober calm for blandifhmg repoft. 

IV. 

Such is of well-fpent life the time. 

When bufy days are paft, 
Man, verging gradual from his prime. 

Meets facred Peace at laft : 
His flowery Spring of pleafures o*er. 
And Summer's full-blown pride no more, 
He gains pacific Autumn, meek and bland, 
And dauntlefs braves the ftroke of Winter's palfy'd hand. 

s Francis Hajman, the painter* 

* T 4 For 
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V. 

For yet a whfle, a little while, 

Involv'd in wint'ry gloomy 
And io ! atiether Spring 4haU finilei 

A Spring eternal bloom i 
Then fliall he fhine, a gloriou9 gueft. 
In the bright manfions of the bleft. 
Where due rewards on Virtue are beftow'd, 
And reap the golden Iruits of what his Autumn ibwVL 



A SON G% 

I, 

AWAY, let notfght to love dilpleafing, 
My-Winifreda, move thy fear, 
Let nought delay the heav'nly bleffi ng, 
Nor iqueamifli pride, nor gloomy care. 

• Thii beautiful addrefs to conjugal lore, i' a fubjeft too much ne^ 
f< gle^ted by the libertine Mufesy was, I belierei firft printed in a 
** Tolume of Mifcellaneous Poemi by feveral hands poUilfacd by D* 
«* Lewis, 1726. 8vo. 

<< It it there faid, how truly I knofw cat, to be a tranflntion firemtht 
« an/cient Britiih language.'* Vr, Perey's Reli^ucs of Ao^icuit Boctiy| 
▼oL I. p. 3zt. 

H. What 
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II. 

What though no grants of royal donom 

With pompous titles grace our blood, 

We'll ihine in more fubftantial honours, 

And to be noble we'll be good. 

III. 
What though from Fortune^s lavifh bounty 

No mighty treafure$ we poflelsy 

We'll find within our pittance plenty. 

And b^e content without excefs. 

• . • IV* 

Still fhall each kind returning feafon 

Sufficient for our wiflies givc^ 

For we will live a life of reafon, 

And that's the only life to live. 

V. 

Our name, whilfl virtue thus we tender. 

Shall fwectly found where'er 'tis Ipoke, 
And all the great ones mucl^ fhall wonder. 
How they admire fuch little folk. 

VL 

Through youth and age in love excelling. 

We'll hand in hand together tread, 

Sweet fmiling Peace lliall crown our dwelling. 

And babes, fweet frnjling babes, our bed. 

VII. 
How ihould I love the pretty creatures, 

Whilft round my knees they fondly clung^ 

To fee *em look their mother's features- 

To hear 'em lifp their mother's tongue ! 

S Vm. And 
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And whea with envy Time tranfported 
Shall think to rob us of our jo)rs j 

You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And I go wooing with my boys* 



♦x*x*x*x*x*x*x*x*x*x*x* 



The genius. 

An ODE, written in 171 7, on occafion of the 
Duke of MARLBOROUGH*8 Apoplexy, 

By LEONARD WELSTED*, Efq* 

AWEFUL here, Marlb'rough, rife: 
' Sleepy charms I come to break : 
Hither turn thy languid eyes : 
Lo ! thy Genius calls : awake ! 

« Leonard Welfled was defcended from a good family in Leicefierlhire* 
Kis maternal gandfather being Mr. Staveley, iuthor ofTbeRomanfftrfiUeckf 
and other works. He received the rudiments of literature at Weftmin* 
fter-fckooly and is fuppofed to have been at one, if not both the Univer- 
fitieSy but without making any fiay at either of them. He afterwards 
obtained a place in the oflice of ordnance, and generally refided within 
the Tower of London^ where he dic4 about the year 1749* 

II. Wen 
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n. 

Well fuirey this faithful plan, 
Which records thy life's great ftoiy ; 

Titaihort, but crowded fpan, 

Full of triumphs^ fiill of glory. 

DI. 
One by one thy deeds review. 

Sieges, battles, thick apy^ear ; 

Former wonders, loft in new. 

Greatly fill each pompous year* 

IV. 

This is Blenheim's crimfon field. 

Wet with gore, with flaughter ftain'd ! 
Here retiring fquadrons yield, 
And a bloodlefs wreath is gain'd t 

v.. 

Ponder in thy godlike mind 

All the wonders thou hafl wrought; 
Tyrants, from their pride declin*d. 

Be the fubjed of thy thought ! 

VI. 
Refi tbet here, while life may laft : 

Th' utmoft bliis, to man. allow'd. 

Is to trace his a6tions pad. 

And to own them great and good* 

vn. 

Btit 'tis gone— a mortal bom ! 

Swift ' he fading fcenes remov e a . 
Let them pafs with aoble Ibom, 

Thine are worlds, which roll above« 



^1 
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vm. 

Foets, prophets, heroes, kings, 

FlcasMy- thy ripe approach fbreiee ; 
lien, who aded woDcTnNis things, . 

Though they yield m fiune to thee* 

K. 
Foremoft in the patriot-band. 

Shining with diiHngiiifli'd day ! 

Sec thy friend, Godolphih ^ ftand ! 

See ! he beckon, thee away. 

X. 

Yonder (eats and fields of h^t 

Let thy raviih'd thought explore j 
Wifhing, panting for thy flight ! 
Half an angel ; man no more* 

«*«««««*** * * * « * 

TRANSLATIONS from HORACE. 

By Mr« Makriot, now Sir James Mar riot, of 
Trinity-Hall, Cambridge. 

Book I. OdeXVU. Inyitation to his MifbeTs. 
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F T Fannus leaves Arcadia's plain, 
And to the Sabmc hill retreats : 
He guards my flocks from nifhing rain. 
From puercing winds, and (corching heats. 

^ Sydney Earl of Godolpkiii| Lor4 Treaftirer •£ Eo^tiid* He died 
September i$, itja. ' ' 

Where 
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Where lurks the thyme, or fhrubs appear. 

My wanton kids iccurely play ; 
My goats no pois'nous ferpent fear. 

Safe wand'ring through the woodland waj. 

No hodile wolf the fold invades ; 

U(lica*s pendent rocks rebound 
My fong ; and all the fylvan fhades. 

By Echo taught, return the {bund. 

The gods my verfe propitious hear. 
My head from every danger fhield : 

For y^n o'erflows the bounteous yesOr,' 
And Plenty's horn hath heaped my field* 

I 

Refponfive to the Teian ftring. 

Within the fun-defended vale. 
Here, foftly warbling, you (hall ling 

Each tender, tuneful, amVous tale. 

No rival here Ihall burft the bands 

That wreathe my charmer's beauteous haif , 

Nor feize her weakly ftruggling hands ; 
But Love and Horace guard the fair. 



Book 
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BookIL Ode VI. Imitated, 

BE V I L, that with your friend would rpam 
Far from your England's happier home, 
Should e'er the Fates that friend detain 
Jn gayer France, or graver Spain ; 

Know, all my wifli is to retreat, 
When age ihall quench my youthful heat. 
In Kentifh.fhades fweet peace to find, 
And leave the fons of care behind. 

But fhould this pleaiing hopne be vdn. 
May I fair WindfoPs feat attain. 
Where Leddon's gentle waters glide,. 
And flocks adorn its flowery fide. 

Sweet groves, I love your filent (hades. 
Your rulTet lawns, and op'ning glades. 
With fam'd Italia's plains may vie 
Your fertile fields, and healthful <ky. 

Here, let our eve of life be fpent ; 
Here, friend ihall live with friend content : 
Here, in cold earth my limbs be laid ; 
And here, thy generous tear be paid. 
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Book II. Ode XII. Tranflated. 

TH £ wars of Numantia and Hannibal dire. 
On land, or on ocean the fighting, 
MiecetiaS) ne'er fiiited my peaceable lyre, 
In fubjedts much fofter delighting. 

You love not of Centaurs embattled to hear^ 

Nor of Giants, a tale of fuch wonder. 
Who fhoolc all the Ikies, made Jupiter fear, 

*Till drove by Alcides and thunder. 

In profc, my good patron, more nobly you write^ 

Ab your topic than thefe is much better. 
How Caefar with glory can govern and fight. 

And lead haughty kings in his fetter. 

Alone my gay Mufe of Licinia would fing. 

The conftant, good-natur'd, and pretty. 
So graceful to dance with the maids in a ring. 

So fparkling, fo merry, and witty. 

While you play with her hair that is carelefsly cuild. 
While this way, now that way (he twitches, 

Of yoiu* teazing fo kindly complaining, no world 
Could bribe for one lock with its riches. 

Thus bleft with the nymph, how tranfporting the joy ! 

Who whimfical, wanton, amufes ; 

Who pleafingly forward, or prettily coy, 

- Oft fiiatches the kifs ihe refuies. 

7 T<> 



t !«♦ ) 



r 

To A LADY MAKING A Plll«BAiiKST« . 

Bt th£ same* 

WHILE objects of a parentis c^re ' 
With joy youi: fond attention (harei 
Madam, accejpt th' aufpicious flrain ; 
Nor rife your beauteous work in vain t 
*Oft be your fecond race fivvey*d, 
And oft a new pin-baiket made^ 

When marriage was in all itd gloiy 
(So poets, madam, tell the ilory,) 
Ere Piutus damp'd love's purer flames 
Or Smithfield bargains had a name^ 
In heav'n a blooming youth and bride 
At Hymen's altars were ally*d j 
When Cupid had his Pfych6 won, 
And, all her deflin'd labours done^ 
The cruel Fates their rage relented. 
And mamma Vemis had confented. 

At Jove's command, and Hermes* call, 
The train appear'd to fill the hall, 
And gods and goddefTes were drell, 
To do them honour, in their befl. 

The 
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And, ambling hand in hand, appear 

Before x)^ mighty Thunderer.. • 

Low at his throne they bent the. knee: 

He fmil'd the bl'ufhing pair to iee, 

Lay'd his treoiendous bolt^afide^ v.| 

And ftFok*d tiwrir cheeks, and kifsM the brid^. 

Says Jufio, fince our Jove's fo kind, 
My dear, ^wnt prefent I muft find. 
In greateft pleafures,. goeateft dangers^ 
We and the fex^wcre never jOtrang^rs ; 
With bounteous hand my gifts I.fpread,. 
Prefiding o'er the marriage-bed. ? / 

Soon, for the months are on the wing, 
To you a daughter feir I bring. 
And know, from this^ your nuptual mom 
Shall Pleafure, • fhriHng babe, be bom; 
But for*the bafee vk mult prepare ; 
That too fliall l^jaxur Juuq's QStrc. 
Apollo from hisi golden lyre. 
Shall firfl affift iis. w4Xi^.the.Wtr^.; 
Vulcan fhall make, the filverpin; 
The baiket thus we (hall begin, 
Where we may pot thcTchildV arnq% 
And get it ready by the day.^ 
The nymphs thfctefclvcs with, flowers flxaH/drcft-itf 
Pkllas fhall weave, ^aod I will bl^r it. 

*til. IV. U C^PTAIK 
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Captain CUPID. 

By the same. 

RSTy in Cythera*8 facred fhade, 
When Venus clafpfd the God of War, 
The laughmg loves aroimd them play'd. 
One bore the ihield, and one the fpear. 

The little warriors Cupid led. 
The fhining baldric gracM his breaft. 
The mighty helmet o'er his head 
Nodded its formidable creft. 

Hence oft', to win fome fhibbom maid» 
Still does the wanton God aflume 
The martial air^ the gay cockadei 
The fword, the ihoulder-knot, and plumet 

Phyllis had long his power defy'd, 
Refolv'd her conquefts to maintain j 
His fruitlefs art each poet tiyd : 
Each fhepherd tun'd his pipe in vain. 

'Till Cupid came, a captain bold : 
Of trenches and of palifadoes 
He talk'd ; and many a tale he told 
Of battles, and of ambufcadoes; 
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How oft* his godfiiip had been drunk ; 
What ifieltiDg maids he had undone ; 
How oft* by night had ilorm'd a punk. 
Or bravely beat a laucy dun. 

He fwore, drank, whor'd, fung, danc*d with ipu-it, 

A]^ o'er each pleafing topic ran ; 

'TiU Phyllis figtfd, and own'd his merit, 

The Captain's fure a charming man. 

Ye bards y on verfe let Phcebus doat ; 
Ye iliepherds, leave your pipes to Pan : 
Nor verfe nor pipe will Phyllis note ; 
The Captain is the charn^ing man. 

ODE ON AMBITION* 
By the 8am£. 

THE mariner, when firfl: he iails, 
While his bold oars the iparkling fur&ce fweepi 
With neVv delight, tranlported hails 
The blue expanded fldes, and level deep. 

Such young Ambition's fisarlefs aim, 
Fleas'd with the gorgeous fcene of wealth and power, 

in the gay mom of early &me, 
jtto* thinks of evening's florm and gloomy hour. 

V z Life's 
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Life's opening views bright charms revfoi^ 
Feed the fond wifh, and hn the youchfuLiire } 

But woes unknown thoie charms conceal^ 
And fair illuiiocs cncat our £erce deure* 

There Envy ihows her fuUen inien^ 
With changeful colour^ grinning iiniies of hate : 

There Mahce ftabs, with rage ierene i 
In deadly ulence, treacherous Friendflu||t$ wait^ . 

High on a mooatain's lofty brow^ 
*Mid clouds and jdoros, has Glory fix'dher fisit^ 

Rock'd by the roarii\g winds that blpw^ 
The lightnings blail it» and the tempefts beat. 

Within the fun-gilt vale beneath. 
More moderate Hope with fweet Conteotioeiit dwdis i 

While gentler breezes round them breathe, 
And ibfter diowers refreih their peaceful oellsv 

To better genius ever blind^ 
That points to each in varied life his fhare* 

Man quits the path by heaven deiign'd. 
To fear ch for blifs among the thorns of csu'e* 

Our native powers 'we fcom to know f . ' 
With fledfaft error flill the wrong purfue j 

Inrirudt our 'forward ills to grow; 
While lad fuccefTes but our^pain r^new* 
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In vain heaven tempers life with fweet, 
With flowers' the way, that leads ns home, befti^ws^ 

If dupes to pal£on, andd^cei^,. 
We drink the bitter, and the nigged choofe*'' 

Few can on Grandeur s ftage appear. 
Each lofty part w.ith true applaufe Jiuftain, 

No comjik>n virtue fafe c^n fteer . 
Where rocks unnumbcr*d lurk beneath the main. 

Then happitft he, whofe^ timely hand 
To cool Difcretion has the helm- refigh*d ; 

Enjoys the calm, m light of kndj j - 

From changing tides fecure, and truftlels wind. 



ODE TO FANCY. 

By THE Same, 

1. 

GILDING with brighter beams the vernal Ikies, 
Now haftes the car of day to rife. 
Youth, and Mirth, and Beauty leads 
In golden reins the fprightly fleeds, . 
With wanton Love that rolls his fparkUng eyes. 

U 3 Morpheus, 
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Morpbeuf, no more 
Thy poppies, cropt on Lethe's mtrffn^ (hod 
Around thy languid poet's head. 

Thou drowfy god, 
'lis time to break thy leaden rod. 
And give thy flumbers o'er. 
But come, thou woodland Nymph, along^ 
Miflrefs of the vocal fong, 
Fancy ever flair and free, 
Whether on the mountains {irayingi 
Or on beds of rofes pla3ring, .-^ 

Daughter ofiweet Liberty t 

IL 

Through all the ivy-circled cive 
Soft mufic at thy birth was heard to ibund; 

The Graces danc'd thy bower around. 
And gently dipt thee in the filver wave ; 

With bloffoms fair thy cradle dreft. 

And rock'd their fmiling babe to reft. 
To kifs thy lips, the bees, a murmuring throng. 

With bufy wings, imnumber'd flew ; 
For thee, from every flower their tribute drew, 
^d lull'd thy flumbers with an airy fong. 

Come in thy heavenly woven veft. 
That Iris* hand has ting'd in every dye, 
With which flie paints the flcy, 
Flowing o'er thy zonelefs breaft. 



in. Me 
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Me, fweet enchatttrefi, deign to bear 
O'er thefeas, and through the air ; 
0*er the plains extended wide, ^ 

0*er mifiy hills, and curling clouds, weridCi 

' Now mounting high, now finking low, 
Through hail and rain, and vapours go, 
Where is treafur'd up the fnow ; 
Where (leeps the thunder in its cell; 

Where the fwift-wingM li^tnings dwell j 
Or where the bluft'ring ftorms are tau^t to blow« 

Now tie2ti the milky way ; 
Ujonumber'd worlds that float in aether fpy, 
Among the glittering planets flr^. 

To the lunar orbit fly. 
And mount^s^ fhores, and feas defcry. 
Now catch the mufic of the fpheres ; 
Which, fince the birth of timie. 
Have, in according chime. 
And fair proportion, rolling roimd^ 
With each diviner found. 
Attentive Silence, pierc'd thy M^nmg 9ars| 
Unheard by all, but thofe alone 
Whom to Wifdom's fecret throne 
TheMufe, with heav*n-tau^t guidance, deigns to bringi 
To trace the facred paths with hallow'd feet ; 
Or, Fancy, who the myftic fhadci 
In thy aiiy car, pervade. 
Where Plato's raptur'd fpirit holds its ibiemn fSat« > 

U4 ly. But, 
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But, Fancy, dowaward urg9 thy fl^g^t# .*/ 

On fome tpQ\)njc^*fi towcuBg. heighjti^ .. : ••'■') 
With hoary irofts cter9alx:rowii'dt 

m 

Rapt with duller vapours round, , . 

Let me fix my ftedfeft feet. 
I feel, I feel the fanning ^es; , ■ . . . 

The wat'ry mius beocath netreat. . • i 
The noontide ray now darts its Jicat, .... .. •/ 

And pours its |;l«ri(?e jo!cr thf vales. ^. •....,.. 

Glitxen.i?g^q.|^,*da^icijlg i^^ .- .}_. , 
Urging their flubbom way.thc^o^.^ffl^»j ... ,1 
I hear, and fe^,-^.ft^^a^d.4rBam8 . . ;, .:^; .. . 
Foam, and roar, ai;id jtmAi ^ong., . , ,•• >. •. . 
„But to th^ plains defcended, . ' ; .../ 
Their fudd«i;f4gQ i^ ended- 
Now loft in deep reLcefs^.darldbine'bQwersi 

Again now fparklingthpi^h the. meads .., ^ .; , 

Vefted foft with vernal flowers, 
Reflefting the ipaj^ffic^wcra, . .., '. \ 

Its peaceful flood the roving channel l^ds. , ^ 

There th<? r^l cots are feen, 
From whofe low roof the curling fnioke afcends^ 
And dims with blueifli. volumes alHhe jyecn. 
, Thqre..fpmp for^ft far cJOends *. 
its groves embrown'd with lengthen'd ibadej 
Emboforp'd v\ here fome Gosthip feat, 
Of monarchs once retreat, 



la wild mtgnificcnce array'd, . ' • ^ ' 

The pride 43fahcicnt times prefents, • .' 
And lifts, in cont«raft fair difplay'd-,' - * 
Its fun-refledting battlements. 

Near, fome imperial city feems to reign. 

Triumphant o'er the fubje^: land ; 

With domes of «rt Vitnitian crowrfd. 

See gleam her gilded fpires around, i ' 

Her gates in aweful grandeur ftand. 
Equal to (Iiine in pcace^ or war fuftaiii, " ' ' 

Her mighty bulwarks threat the plaiti 
With many a wOi4c of death, and armod monnd, 
Wliere rolls her wealthy river deep and wide. 

Tall groves of crowded malk arife. 

Their ftreamers waving to the Ikies. 

The banks are whke with fwelHng fails, 

•And dift^t veflels flem the tide, •" *• 

Circling tltrdilgk pendaint cliflfe, and watery dale^* ' ' 
The ruflet hills, the valleys green beneath. 

The fallows brown, and du'lky heath, ' ' 

The yellow corn, empurpled vine, 

In union foft theff tints combine", ' 

And, Fancy, ali engage thine eye 

Witii a fiveet variety. . .- 

While clouds the fleeting clouds prurfue. 

In mutual (liade, and mutual Hghrt, 

The changing landfcape meets the iight ; 

*TiU the ken no more can vicvv, 

1 And 
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And heaven appears tg meet the ground ; 

The riiing lands, aad azure difiance drown'4 

Amid the gay horizon's golden bound. 

VI. 
Such are the fcenes that oft invite 

To feed thee, Fancy, i^ith delight* 

All that nature can create, 

Beauteous, a^/reful, new and great. 

Sweet enthufiaft, is thy treafure. 

Source of wonder, and of pleafure; 

Every fenfc to tranfport winning. 

Still unbounded and beginning. "^ 

Then, Fancy, ipread thy wings agaia ; 

Unlock the caverns of the main. 

Above, beneath, and all around, 

Let the tumbling billows fpread, 

•Till the coral floor we tread« 

Exploring all the wealth that decks the realms profound; 

There, gather gems that long have glow*d 

In the vail, unknown abode. 

The jafper vein'd, the fapphire blue. 

The ruby bright with crimfon hue, 

Whate'er the bed refplendent paves, 

Or decks the glittering roofs on high, 

Through whofe tranflucent arch are fecn the rolling waves* 

Fancy, thefe fliall clafp thy veft, 

With thefe thy Igvely brows be dreft. 

In every gay, and various dye. 

But 
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But hark !*>the feas begin to roar, 

The whirling winds aflault nay ear, a 

The louring florms around appear— 

Fancy, bear me to the fhore. 
There in thy reahns, bright goddc&i deig9 
Secure to fix thy votary's feet : 
O give to follow oft thy train. 
Still with accuftomM lay thy power to greet ; 
To dwell with Peace, and (port with thee. 
Fancy, ever fair and free* 

An Address to hib Elbow-chair, nsw CLOATHto'* 
By W, SOMERVILE^ Efq; 

MY dear companion, and my faithful friend ! 
If Orpheus taught the liitening oaks to bend ; 
If ilones and rubbi(h, at Amphion*s call, 
Danc'd into form, and built the Theban watl; 

* Written towards the dole of Mr. Somenrile's life. 

k WilliaM Somcrvile^ Author of the Chace, Hobbifloly aad «tker 
poemsy was defcended from a very ancient family in WarwickAifie. 
He was the fon of Robert Somervile^ of Edfton^ in that county, and, as 
he fays himfelf, was horn near Avon's banks. He received his eduea* 
tion at Winchefter fchool, but docs not appear to have been at any 
Univerfity. Dr. Johnfon fays, he never heard of him but as of a Poet, 
a country gentleman, and aufcfuljuftice of the Peace. X4ke his friend 
Shenftone, his latter days were rendered unhappy by the bad ftate of hh 
finances. He fuffered himfelf to be overcome by habits of drinking, 
and died July 14, 1743, 

Why 



Why (hould*ft not i/Jfe* attesid ttiy humble lajri, • 
And hear my grateftil harp refetmd thy'praife? 
True, thou art fprucc/and finc^ a very.bcau; 
But what are trappings ahdcKtetnal fliow? 
To real wonh'^ksutf-i ^i^afce my court ; < 
Knaves are my fcom, <and-<:oxcoinbs at« my Iport. 

Once I beheld thee fav-leis trim -and gay ;• 
Ragged, disjdinted, and to^worniis apney)>« • - 
The fafe >;«t«at cf «vcry .Jiirking moufe j ' 
Derided, fhunn'd; the lumber of toy houfej; '■ 
Thy rolj^ how changM fmm \^hat it jvas befoi^ I , , 
Thy Velvet robe, which pleUs d tny firel of ^ore! 
?rii;thu«:c^ricious. Fortuae wheels us. round;. 
Aloft we mount — tKpi» tHo^bJe to the grp)in4.« 
Yet grateful t/?en^ my conftancy I prov'd ; .. 

I knew thy worth ; my friend ih rags I lov'd ! J / 

1 lovM thde, more; nor, like a courtier, fpiim d 
My benefacftor, when the tide was turii'^d. 

"With confcious flia'me, yet frankly, Iconfefs, 
That in my youthful days — I lov*d thee lefs. 
Wfeoce vanity^ where pleafure call'd, I itray'd^ . . 

. Aad^very wayward appetite obey'd. 

.Batfage«xperience taught me how to prize 
Myleif ; aftd how, this world : flie bade me rife 

« 

*JPo nobler flights, regardlefs of a race *J 

'IDr faftious emmets^ pointed where to place V 

*J^y bUis, and, loci or'ii me in thy foft embrace. J 

Here 
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Here on thy yielding down. I fit fccurc; 
Andy patiently, what heav'n has fent, endure; 
From all the futile cares of bufineft free; 
Not /mi^ of life, but yet content to ic: 
Here mark the fleeting hours ; regret the pail; 
And ferioufly prepare, to meet the laf^. 

So fafe on fhore the penfionM iailor lies ; 
And all the nudice of the ftorm defies : 
With eafe of body bleft» and peace of mind, 
Pities the refllefs crew he left ^behind;. 
Whilfl, in his cell, he meditates alone 
Oa his great voyage^ to the w<Hid Hokoowa* 
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By THE Same* 
S o*er Aftei?a*s fields Trove, 



<rr V. .1 



Jt\ The bllfsfiil feat of peaire a'ndiovift, ' ^ 
Ten thoufand beauties round mfe rife, " * * 



And mingle pleafure witlt'ftii^Hze. 






1' 
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By natiuie bleft in every part, ■ ' • 

AdornM yvith every grace of art, » " •• c i 

This paradife of blooming joys* ' '. 



«•. - /• 



£acb raptorM fenfe, at once, 'Employs; ' '"* 
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But when I inew the radiant queen. 
Who fonn*d this fair enchanting fcene ; 
Pardon, ye grots ! ye cryfial fl<^s ! 
Ye breadiing flowers ! ye fhady woods ! 

Your coohids now no more invites ; 
Ko more your murmuring fbeam delights ; 
Your fweett decay, your verdure's flown : 
My foul's intent on her alone* 



ODS TO A FRIEND wounded iir a Dveu 

By Me. PARROT. 

HOW long fhall tyrant Cuilom bind 
In ilavifh chains the human mind ? 
How ]6Dg fhall falie fentafbic Honour draw 
The yengeful fword, with fury fell| 
And rancVous Maliee, dark as hell. 
In ijpite of Reafon's rule, and Nature's eldefl law I 

Too many gallant youths have bled ; 
Too much of Britifh blood been fhed 
By Britons* fwords, and that foul monger's laws : 
Youths that might elfe have nobly dar'd ; 
More glorious wounds and dangers fhar'd 
For Britain's juft defeticei and Virtue's injur'd cadfe* 

So 
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So when the fierce Cadmean youth 

Sprung from the dragon's venom*d toothy 
* Each chief arofe in (hining arimour dreft s 

With rage inipir^d, the furious band 

Soon found a ready foe at hand, 
And plung'd the pointed fleel each in a brother's breaft 

Has Britain then no other foe/. 
That thus her fons their lives expofe 
To private war, and feuds, and civil fray ? 
Does Spain infult her flag no more ? 
Does Lewis yet .his thoughts give o'er 
Of univerfal rule, and arbitrary fway ? 

*Tis Britons' to fupport the law ; 
*Tis theirs ambitious kings to awe, 
And equal rights of empire to maintain. 
For this our fathers, brave and flout. 
At Agincourt and Creily fought, 
And heap'd hm*d Blenhehn's field with mountains of the 
flain. 

• 

How wiiil the Gallic monarch Imile, 
To fee the fons of Albion's ifle 
Their country's "blood with ruthlefs weapons drain ! 
Themfclves avenge the glorious day 
When Marlb'rbugh fwept whole hofls away, 
And fent the frighted Danube purple to the main ! 

7 O 
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O fay, in thia ioglorious flrife 
Ihy arm had robb'd thy friend of life^ 
What pang&« whtt angui^ had ithy boioQEi prov'd? 

How hadft thmi curs'd the crxiel deed> . 
' That causM the gallant youth to bleed; 
Pytf^'d bjf th^ guiliy.iword, and ilain by him he lor'd t 

How did the fair Maria blame 
Thy high-bned fpirit's eager flaroe^ 
That, courting danger, (lighted her foft Ioyc? 
Far other wreaths tor thee (he twin'd; 
Far other ct|res for thee defign'd ; 
And for the laurel ccown the myrtle chapjet wow» 

If not for her's, for Britain's fake; 
Forbear thy precioujB life to ftake;. 
Nor taint thy honour with fo foul a deed. 
One day thy country may require 
Thy gallant arm and martial fire : 
Then may'ft tfiou bravely conquer, or as bravely bleed* . 



DDE 
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By THfi SAME. 
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r 1 '* ■■ ■ • 



• r- •• r f\ 



THE b^^^ripft of.day.are^doacti : ^ t 

Now fets, in other worl4ft toiifc^ :^ I r;./ ., I '• 

Aodgla4witJtiUg)it.thentth«P(iIcki# . 
Wkh Ikg'nog p«]ce the par^ ^^kO^ 

nd flowly leaves the mountain tops, and gilded (pires* 

Yon azure ,4Qud» enrobM wit)i wUte, 

Still fhooti a gleam of fainter lig]bkU 

At length defcends a browner fl^ades .,.^. 

At length the glimmering 6bj.e():3 jGade.: - . 
*Till all Cubmit toNiG^T^s imparti^ feign, 
iid undiftinguiihM ciarkhefs coTers all the plains 

• 

No more the ivy-crclwned oak ^ 

Refounds beneath the wood-man^s itroke# 
Now Silenbe holds hef folemn (way I 
Mute is each jbiiili} and eyeiy ijpray ; 
Ngught but the foiuTdof murmuring ril|s is hear^^ 
Ir, 'from the mbiildVmg tbwV, Night's iblitary bir^^ 
Vofc. IV. X Hai^l 



Hail, bend boor of peaoefnl itftf 



By thee the captive dafJe obttitit 
Short rcfpite from hit gallmg paint ; 
Nor fighi An lib&tyt not natmr fbil^ 'I J 
But £»r a while forgets hi« chains^ and fiiltiy tnQ» 
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No horrors bafi thou in thy trim, 
Nofcorpotoladiylibi^idri^^k^iii^ ^'^ ' 
When the pale fiMu«l*rer rMM'Ulhi9piU ' * 
A thodand grii^r fornrf-drttg,^"'^' ' ^ . • 
When ihrieks ^ pota»%jfbiXm^^aifA 
*Tis giult alafA»ltf8«iil^ iM bofifcisiScbaHMiiidl 1^^ 

The village fwain whom Phillis diarmt, 
Whofe brerifthe ^ehcid^ i>difeh W 
Wi(hc8 for tlty-ai.4hadbwiilg vetf; 
To tell the MrliU te*<f.fick Wi ' '' ; ■ 
Nor Icfs impatterit tiiTth^ tcdibii*"^," < ' 
She longs to hear tds* tale, and figh h^lG^tll ali4y* 

'■I ,1' *.<< .. ' ' ' ■•-• i;..» 

Oft by the covert of thy ihade 

Leanoer woo'd the ThraciaW mai3; 

Throu|Jh 'fbk'ftiiiig feaiB his paffioiv bore^ 
Nor fear'd theo<i^ii*s*thuhi*riog u^. 
The confcioiis vfrg^tt from the fek-gtrt tow*r 
Hun^btrt the ^thf^l tb^ch/tb guule huA;io heir h(m^t. 



'.:'.'.• - 4 •• • »r , . . ». '.n>i ..' -" 






1 3*J 1 

] ' TM^ dh tfie fair infini&ive pag^; 
'Or. captrin znyfings deep, his foul 
Mounts a£tive,to tlieJ^orpole: 
llierei pleased to range the l^eaiIns of cndleft night, 
^uoibeftf<tiM^&tff»,or ayirkt th^ cone's devioui U|^.» 



I }■ 



Thine h the hour of convene fweet, 
. Wfteo ^prlgk^ wit aod reaibn mecft ; i' 

WiCf 1fi6 fi^tftdfibm of tKe liaimli 

But fairer dill tvith mfotkjdiA*^ 

Such fs the feaftth/ ferial tettt^aifbrdy 
Vn^ea doqueoce andGftiilfVtt,Lft « join the friendljr board* 

/ . . ' ■* ... 

OaANViLLE, whole polifhM mind is fraught 
With all that ILomk or Gkeecb t^^tkvtghii 
Who pleafet lUid inftnids the ear, • - 
When he aEumei the critic's dtaliy * -' 

Or from the SrAOTaAiTfi or PiwiWdfawi 
ThijutBofCMIlife, tbe1i>iftt0f thekws. 

O let me often thus emplojr 
The hour xdF mirth and iocial jojr f' 
And gleanfroiit 0«AirviLi.s'« leantdftove '. : 
Fair ftience and true wiidom^a kffe. 
Thcti will I ftiil-implore thy loofgfer fiay, 

Nor change tfa^ tfSim hours finr fuhflnoe and the sbjr. 

. ■ • • • • 

^ John Carteret Earl of GranvUie^ 



^ J»4 ■} 
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Written upon leaving a FRIE>fb*8 

Hou3E IK WALIES^" ' 



/ • 



Bjr the Rev. Bn Maekrak/dow Anhbiihop ' 

of Y O E K. 

TH £ wiodt tvere loud, th^ gIoimU .deep<>hsDg, 
And dr^^-d their fweepy mills alopg- " 
The dreary moaatain's fide ; - - ; 

When, from the hill, oae look to throw \ : 

.On Towy's rambling flood helow, : 
I turn'd my horie— and figh'd* 



.At *\ 



But foon the guib of fleet and hail .:; • / 
Flew thick acrofs the darkened vale» . ' 

And blurr'd the face of day : .; / 

Forlorn and fad, I jogg'd aloBg ; . 
And though Tom ciy'd, ** Youfrc. going ^nss^ « - 

Still wander'd from my way. 

•■■■■.• ) ■ 

The fcenes, which once my fancy took, 
Andjny. aw'd mind with wonder flruck,. , 

Pafs'd unregarded all ! 
Nor black Trecarris* fteepy height, 
Mibr Wafie Trecafile gave delight ; ' 

If or cl^uoiorous Hondy*s fall. 



/:• iKl ^^edc da)r thai |^ m pain ? 
fte drivmg fiuiv, or pelting rain^ 

'Or ilgr with temptfts fraught ? 
No! thde unheeded rag^d around ; 
47dii|^t m them (b much Mine I found. 
At ciakn'd one'Wandering thought. 

Far other cares engroft'd my mind^ 
Cares ^r the joys I left behind 

In » NfiwtoD's happ7 groves ! . 
Yet Qpt.^ccauie its woods difc}ofe 
Or grotsoKiawns more fweet than thofe 

VlUch Fan at noon-day kves ; , . r 

But that, befide its focial heg^tb, 
Dwellle^tryjoy, which youthful mifth 

Of ferious age cap claim ; 
The man too whom ipy ibul lirfl; knew,' 
To virtue 'and to hcmour true ; 

And friendihip's lacrdd name. 

OKewtoA, could thelepenfive lays ^ 

. In worthy numbers lean thy praifc. 

Much gratitude, would fay ; 
But that theMufi;, ingenuous maid, 
OiJUuti^ ibemi fo much afraid, 

She^ll fdun^e her Vi^ pay. 

IgSkKOCXf d£^. ti/ 1749. 

l^eiMa n^ iii&e of « (ax Wo^gvti u $ir Jt^hn Frltf, 

' • ' X J DfiNNir 
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DENNIS* T o M 11, t H O M Sf 6 JfJ 

» .. - 'i i • 

Who ha4 prpqurcd him i^ 9c9cSt*||p^t« .. 

REFLECTINCr 00 thy worth, methiiikJ I fin^ 
Thy varioiii 8cafen9 in their autbor^t.istfiiL . 
Spring opes her bloffom^, Tarioui as thy Muie^ 
And, like thy foft ^oompaffion, ftieds her de^^ 
Summer's hot drought in thy expreffion ffi6w9^ 
And o'er each page a tawny ripeneit throwi^ 
Autumn's rich fruits th' inilni^^ed reader g^dnt^ 
Who tafles the meaningpurpoic of thy fc^ahit* ' 
Winter— but that no femhlanee takes fii>ni theef' 
That hoary feaibn yield|s a type of me* 
Shattered by time's bleak fionus I withering h^^ 
Leafleis, and whitening in a cold decay ! ' * ' . 
Yet ihall my propleft ivy,, pale and bcntf 
Blefs the ihort funihipe which thy piQr Unt, 

9 John Deanis the celebmtd critic, b the Uttet put of V* ^Ih Vf 
citnTagance and inattention fell into poTCxty and diftreff • .^t the sgt 
•f near 77 he became blind and 0KenrJ|kcV^ ^i^ ieba. In 1^ Ih. 
florable fituation his miferj excited t^e conpafion of Mr. Thonlba 
and fome other gentlemen, who procured for him a benefit ft the thea- 
trs in the Hay-market Dec.' it, 1733. '^^ pUy ^'^ <^ ProvoM 
Buiband : on this occaiion Mr. Pope wrote a Pirotogae, which wis 
Ippken by Mr. Clbber, junior. The exhibitiaa pi«d«ceJ aear n^ph 
hot the old man furvived it a very fiiort tiaie,. ^f^ ^ '^ ^^ ^ J** 
nnary I733-4* A writer of Mr. Dennis's Iftfci^ri^ttd 19 8Tf^ ?72V 
aicm thefc Terfcs to hsYe hcea th« £rodtt^io& |^ Mr* SaT»|% 

soil o. 
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.._.._.. I. 

How eafy: iirat poliiiy hovr blithe aiid hcnr gay ! 
Ere he met tl^e ^. Chlorit, how fprightly his lay ! 
86 graceful her form, fp l^:compbfh'd her mind, 
Hbre pity, be tlpoas^ht, with iii^ charmt ontft b^ joit^d? 

Whenever (he <iaD6*d| or whenevei flic fung. 

How julL^^ IfiUr oaotion, how fixrcet was her tongue ! 

And when die youth told her his paffiopat^ Qam^j, 

She allowHl him t9. fiuicy her heart fiplt the fsune. 

III. 
WiiSbf ardour he prefr*^ her to think him fincere. 

But Silas ! flie redcMible^each hope anc( each fearj 

^bflb n<niA apt deny,^ uQr 0\e would ix>t appnoyc, 

And An^ outlier iiefiu.'4^» po^ga^vc him her loiw* 

. r ..... -. . IV. ^ 
apfK (^keafd by ootnj^acence, ntHK ^zc by $%iil» 
He languifli'd for freedom, butlangui&Vi in. raffle 
Vai Thyrfis, who pity*d ib helplcft a flave, 
SasM hil heart of kr'*pain by die counfid ho gave; 

X4 V.Forftkt 



. • «. .^ % . 
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V. 

l(flSeltoyc ymii iheidon ttrill return with a fihSei 

You can judge of her paflkm by abfence alone, 

iVpd by ablencc will conquer her heait^-or your owi|f 

VI. 

This advice he pyrfq'd; \>m the truecfy |irovM 

Too fatal, alas ! to the jfkir one he lov'd ; 
Which curM his own paffion, but left her in yai^i 
To fig|i for a heart flie could never iegaln« 

- J* 5« ri» 



I t 



The B U L F I N C H in T^w^k. 

By Lady LUXB0R0UGH\ 

HA R K to the blackbird's pleafing not^ : 
• , "... 

Sweet ufher of the vocal throng ! 

Nature :diFe£ls his warblmg throat, -• 

And all that hear admire the ibngt • 

1 

a Henrietta Lady Luxbbrough, only daughter of Heniy Sc. Jbhfi, 
createc^ Bvron 8t. Jobfi ofBatterfea, liind Vifeount St. -John, Jolys, 
X716. She was half-fifter to the celebrated Vifeount Bolingbroke, and 
was married June 10, 1727^ to Robert Knight of Barreb, in the 
county ef Warwick, created Lord Loxborougk of Shannoa in the 
Kingdom of Ireland, Augufi 8, t746». Daring the l«ttn part of her 
life ihe reiided at Barrels fepar^e from her huiband, afd difd th^ro ^ 
March 1756. A volume of her Letters to Mr. Shenftone was ptliliibed 
|ft8vo.i77l« T • 
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Yob* {)\i|fiiidi^ with mmtyd topHf 
Of cadence har(h| and accent ihriil^ 

H4s brighter phunage-to atime 
For-iy^QtfflfaniKH^aad^flyU^ . 

Yety diicontent with natuit^s boon. 
Like man, to mimic art he fiiet ; 

Gn opera>-pimof|s ]ioping fiioti ^ * -' 
ynrivall'd h(e fhafH mount th^ ikipi. 

And while, to pleafefixne courtly fiitr,' 
He jooe didl time with labour kams^ ; 

A well-pit cage^ remote from air. 
And £idec| jAimies, is all heeami ! 

a * 
» ■ » f ^ 

Go, hapleft captive ! flill repeat 
The founds which nature never tau|^ ; 

Go, liftening fair! and call them iWeet, 
Becai^ you koow them dearly bou^^ 

Unenvy'd bot|| ! goheavan^fing 
Your ihidy'd muiic o'er an4 Q*pT s 

W^lft I atteqd th' inviting fpring^ 
ih fields wliere bir^^ unfettered foaxi 
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■ • • ■^# 

' 8 9^ V... fr- ... • ,. , 

THE fim* h^j^AcUqinCr^^ 
The hiilf ^ whtt^^kh fiunr, , 

Letfe me dqede^ apd fodori^ ! 
Who C9II ddcrihe nyf. woe ^ 
But not tlie fiip's wami beams «miU otMVL"' 
Nor hills, fhcMigh e'er ifi gKfm^' • ^ V*'*' 
Unlefi my Dsmop^ihoiild'appcai:;,'; i..':^ 
To beautify the fcene* 

The firom) brooks, and patUeft vaks^ 

DisjoiQ my love and me; 
The pitfbg^^ird- his i^te bevirails 

On yonder leaflefs tree ! 
But what to me arp birds or bnx)k$. 

Or any joy that's near ? 
Heavy the lute, and dull 0e books^ 

White Damon is loot here i ' '^ ■ 

m, 

TheLajdander, who, half the year, 

Is wrapt in fhades of night, 
jBfooms not, like me, his winter drear, 

K«r wiflies more for light. 

?ut 



li^ wlttt w«!( liglit, wi^iou^nqrlavit^ 
Or objeOs e'^r fi> Ibic i . 

If DtoKlb W ADi mioe i^ 

^ liaioiigageo^Ttiiii 

F|]r ftrifty je noony . be pain the dajry 

That l^gs i^r km again ! 
O haJk and hriag hiiB to nqr a^ibt; 

Nor let iM eves fart « 
M^ iH^eafi ihaU beat jn iMie abnt^ . 

^XTheii I ftdm kU heait* 



♦ t 



? 



flTmiTTBii TO jk np,% )^iof aomn lir 4 n^^^^vom 

Nio«Ti 1748^: 



■•'.» 



fix TH* t^^?*^ 

You l>id my Mnfe not oe«fe to fiag^ 
Yoa |»d my ink not ceafe to floiri 
^fhen &y it arer Audi be lpring» 

And boifterous winds ihall never bloiri 
When 700 fnch miradet can provop 
l^%i^o(&kaiMp9 oroflove. 

ILBol 



Hail, {acred hour of peaceful reft^ 

By Oiee the captive dave obtutis 
Short relpite firom hit galling pains i 
Nor fi|^ ftMlib&ty^ not native foili CI O 
But for a whik forgets his chains^ and fultry toik 

. - ..■ / : T. M V Y d 

No horrors hail thou in thy tr^in, 
Nofcoipiobiyh,'lib^ift^ ^'^j ' • 

When the ^%^Mird*n^ rmSd'VBtiljpki*^ 
A thoufend gri% S»nrf-««^ :' - - '^ 

When (hrieks afiii pOBi^^iifbiiKm^^iaf'li^^^ 
rris guilt alaM»1l}s«al« ibd cofifcft»Qk9H^titta> !&'&« 

The village fwain whom Phillis chafipty 
Whoie bredf'ffie i^i^ JK&ibh W^^ ' ; 
Wifhes for tlty^flifhadbWulg Veif,*' \ . ' 
To tell the «r Ws Mc^VfiAMe'i - -^ - ' ' - ' '^ 
Nor lefs impatteAHiJFUe iedibhii^ta^^ 
Shelongs toh«ar!iWble, andfigh!ttdK^t|lAWky* ' 

.-■.J'l .i*.' X.U -►■ - '•- > li-.« 

Oft by the covert of thy (hade 

Leander woo*d the THRAdiAN^maifl; 

Throu^'fttffhkig fcas his paffioti bpre. 
Nor fear*d the'-0*<i6^*8'thuh3*nog m^* 
The confcioiis,vfrg!ft from the fek-prtt6w*r 
Hungbtit'tiief^thf^' torch', tb guSle hukto her Um^t^ 
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6ft 
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] ' iPbi^ dh l£c fair infiru^tive pagei 
Or, nptrin ni^fings deep, his foiil 
Mounts a£liye/to. tbe Jftartj pole : . 
Irherei pleased to range the bairns of cndleft ni^t» 

Wi]aiter#/dii&&in»,or inarks th^ cm^'s denout Ugfa^ 



I ^ 



Thine it the hour of convef&' fweet, 
« ^fl^W ^pdgMJF^witaod reaibn'meeti T' 

Wic^- "Ifi^ ftil^ttdflbm «f th^ inmd; \ 

But fairer ftill urith ileafoi^ jo^'tL 
Such is the feali^k^ fecial teuM a Atfdf 
Vim doqueoce andOm AtrVtiLLK « j<rin th^ frietidly toird* 

/ ■■•"••■ r 1 

Oranvillb, whole polifliM mind is fraught 
With all that ftoMt or Ga&scs e*er tiiq^ht ; 
Who pleafet ittid inftni&g the ear, 
When be afluities-cbe critic's chairy' ' 
Or from the STAGTa»iT£ or PLATo^'dra^^ 
Thi 490 of Civil life, cbei^irttof tbetaws. 

O let one often thus emplojr 
The hour xdF mirth and fixial jojr f* 
And gleaniroiir OmAvviLLs's leanedfloMi .-. 
Fair feience and true wiidom^a kvc^ 
Then will I ftiil.knplore thy toiler ftay. 

Nor change tb/ jM^ bours fiv fimftine and the day. 

■ •■ . 

^ John Ctrteret Earl of GranvUic^ 

X a Wkixj^N 



■t 3«4 ■) 



> » . 



'*/r*yr^//-yA-/r^//^/r^/f'^j/r^'^//-vr^jr-y/^^^^ -//•. 



WxiTTEir VPON LEAVING A iP'ilIEI<rt)'S 

HoutE r» WALIES^" ' 



^ • 



of York. 



.... , .•».».*• 



TH £ wkidt were loud» the. doudU .deqi^luiinfi 
Ad4 dr^-d their fweepy traini aloog' ' 
The dreary motkiitain's fide j • ; 

When, from the hill, one look to throw 

.On Towy'g rambling flood below, ■ ..*.,» 

I tum*d my horie— and figh'd* 



f • . > 



7 



But foon the gufb of fleet and hail :^ / 

Flew thick acrofs the darkened valc^ : • 

And blurr'd the face of day : / 

Forlorn and fad, I jogg'd along ; . 
And though Tom cty'd, ** Youfre going wropg,^ ■> • 

Still wanderM from my way. 

The fcenes, which once my fancy took, 
Andony aw*d mind with wonder flruck, . . 

Paft*d unregarded all 1 
Nor black Trecarris* fteepy height. 
Nor Wafte Trecaflle gave dehght ; . . \ 

Nor clamorous Hondy*8 fall. 



iT 2k!I ilhtilt&d^ theii give one 
fte driviDg inow, or pelting rain^ 
- 'Or ilgr with tetnpefts fraught? 
No! thde unheeded rag^d around ; 
4i^duG^t in them fo much Mine I fimnd. 
At daim'd one-wandering thought. 

Far other caret engroft'd my mind^ 
Caret ^^r the joy 1 1 left behind 

In * Nfiwton'i happy grovet ! . 
Yet not,t>ccauie itt woods difclofe 
Or grptt oitiawns more fweet than thofe 

l¥hich Faa at noon-day lovct ; , 

But that, befide ht focial he^th, 

Pwellt eVtiy joy, which youthful mi^ 

Of ferious age ca|i claim ; 

The man too whom my ibul ftrfi; knew,' 

To virtue 'and to honour true ; 

And friendiliip't iaatd name. 

^ ■ • .- " 

iO Kewtoil, could thefe penfive lays ' "* 

In worthy numbers lean thy praifc. 

Much gratitude would fay ; 
But that the Muiie;, ingenuout maid. 
Of JUitiCi ibems fo much afraid, 

ititv9c%t 6£k, x<;' 1749. 

I^dkin if tK^ iiA^c of s feat It^loaglag u Sir John Prittr 



« I 
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DENNIS* TO Mil. THOMiSfOljf/ 

Who ha4 prppured bun i^ 994^t-||[}^|it« ,. , 

REFLECTING on thy worth,. methilikJ I fia^ 
Thy various Beafooi in their aiitliQir*«.iiuadL . 
Spring opes her bloffoms, vanqus as thy Muie^ 
And, like thy foft <sompaffion, fiieds her dtf^« 
Summer's hot drought in thy expreffion igjldwi,- 
And o'er each page a tawny ripeneis throws^ 
Autumn's rich fruits th' inftru£^ed reader grint^ * 

Who tafies the meaning purpoie of thy ftrtbt^ ' 
Winter— but that no iemblanee takes fmni tlier|' 
That hoaiy fealbn yields a type of me* . * 

ShatterMby time's bleak flonos I withering bfjr^ 
Leafle&v and whitening in a cold decay ! " * ' 
Yet ihall my propleis ivy,^ pale and bentf 
tkb the ihort funfhipe which thy pity'lent« 

9 John Deanis the celebrtud critic, io tkc Utter part of V> ^ft ^ 
citraTagaoce and inattention fell into porerty and diftrert. -i^ the (|fi 
•f near 77 he became blind and oi(enrJ|&t^med with debts. In t^ In 
f lorable (tuation his niferj excited t^e compaffion of Mr. Thcaalba 
and fome other gentlemen, who piocured for him a benefit at the thesf 
trs in the Hay-market Dec.' it, 1733. '^^ pl*7 ^** <ke Profolm 
Buiband : on this occafion Mr. Pope wrote a Pirologvc, which was 
Ipoken by Mr. Gibber, jiyiior^ The exhibition piodaccdnear lopL 
hot the old man funriYed it a wnrj fliort tioaa,. dyhigoa the dth of Ja> 
Boary I733-4* A writer of Mr. Dennia's Iji^,^riatad t9 Sro^ ?72^ 
afcrts thefe xerfca to hsTC been th« prodaj^ioa ffCMr* SATag% 

soil o. 
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tow eafy. ^inif ^ift» hoip blithe and hpnv gajr ! 
Ere he met tl^e ^- Chlorit, how fprightly his Is^ ! 
j^racefiil her form, fq iiccotnpKfhM her mind, 
t pit/, he tlpo^hty ffith iii^ charms muft bp joii^d} 

encm (he <laxi6'd|, or whenevef flie fong, 

V juiL^^^i^ oaotioB, how iiweet was her tongue I 

i when the yoyth told hp^ his paffiopat^ flapvf^,, 

allowHl him tp hncy her heart f^t the fiime«, 

III. 
h ardoor he pieit*^! her to think him fincere, ' 

silai! (he redouMe^eadi hope anc| each fear f 
w.^vM wpft dwy^ npr ih^ would not appnoye, 
1 ih^ o^itl^r i)e£ui'4 hMn, pp^g^^ve him her loipe# 

. -r ... ■;■ . • IV. '• 
W <bQ^d bf pomplacence, ncf^v ^jse by $%Bh 

langiiifliU foe freedom, but lasgtti&Vi iitTam^ 

i Thyrfii, who pity*d fo belplcik a flave, 

M h^ Ueatt of ttt'^pain by the couniel ho gave. 

X4 V.Foftkt 
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V. 
ISggUs^hia^ ftk} bc^ apd r^ed her awhjlei • 

If fte'lb^re you, ihe ibon ^ili return with a ladle i 

You can judge of her paffion by abfeoce alone, 

/ipd by ablenoe will conquer her heait^— oryour om^ 

VL 

Thk advice he p\irfi)*(l; t>ut the iipnK^ ]|rovM 

Too fatal^ alas ! to the fair one he lov'd ; 
Which cur'd his own paffion, but left her in yai^ 
To fig|i for a heart (he could never iegs^« 

. "■ * ■ .■ . I» 5« *»• 

• • •* 

The BUI- finch in T^iw^wr. 
• • B Y L A D Y L U X B O R O UGH*. • 

, . . • . >, 

« » . ■ • • 

HARK to the blackbird's pleafing not^ : 
Sweet uflier of the vocal throng ! 
Nature ^diredts his warblbg throat, -- 
And all that hear admire theibngt - 

a Henrietta Lidy Luxbdrough, only daughter of Henry St. JoKn, 
created*Bnron St, John ofBatterfca, knd Vifeount St. -John, J^lfh 
1716. She was half'fifter to the celebrated Vifcount BoUngbroke» and 
was married June 20, I72r7» to Robert Knight of Barrelsy in the 
county <if Warwick, created Lord Loihorougk of Shannon in the 
fClngdom of Ireland, Auguft 8, X746». Daring the Utttr pu% <iS her 
life ihe relided at Barrels fepar^e from her huiba&d, a;id difd thefo \fi 
March 1756. A volume of her Lotteri to Mr. Shenftone was ptWilbed 
,^8vo.i77|. T - 
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- Yon* l>xilfincli; with iinviaiy*d topt^ 
Of cadence harih, and accent ihrill^ 

H^0 brighter phunage-to atime - 
¥ox-yf^t 9f IjAnoongp aad^flvklU . 

Yet, difcontent widi nadir^s booD, 
Like man, to mimic att he flies ; 

Gn opera-piniof^t ]ioping iboti 
ynrivall'd h(e ihaSl moimt th^ tkt^^ 

Andwfaile, to pleafeibme courtly faify* 
He ime didl -time with labour kaniSy 

A well'-gilt cage^ remote fixim air. 
And fade<) pl|imeSy is all he earns ! 

GOf hapleft captive ! fiill repeat 
The founds which nature never tau|^ ; 

Go, lifteningfidr! and call them iwect^ 
Becai4e you know them dearly bou^^ 

Unenvjr'd bot{| ! go heap anfl fing 
Your fhicfyM muiic o*er an4 Q*pr s 

y^ilft I atteqd th* inviting ipring, 
Ih fields where birc|s un^tter'd foaxi 
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S '-p!. II... in.- ;.;•: ■ ... , 

.-J^..^.WM»*«r- •••.•' 

TH E fim, hVi i^dfiun^ h^sifm ifitWwWJi 
The hiili zji whit^'W^i &cfif , 
Leave roe dejede^ a^d forlort^ ! 
Who csa^eipcibeiny.wec^ 
But not t])e fiiq's w«cm beams vraldbimcL"' 

Norhillt, fh<Highe'er^grec%'' - i V''- -^ 
Unlefi my Dtmop>ihoiilda|]peai:yf/ 1: . ': 
To beautify the fcene* 

n. • ' •' 

The froMn brooks, and uathleft valet^ 

Disjoii) mj love and me; ' ' 

The puiliig4>ird. his £ate bewails 

On yonder Icaficfs tree ! 
But what to me arp birds or brooks. 

Or any joy that'? near ? 
Heavy the lute, and dull the books^ 

While Damon is toot here f 

The Laplander, who, half the year. 

Is wrapt in ihades of night, 
glooms not, like me, hiy winter drear. 

Ktr wiilies moi« fbr light. 

But 
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B«t wlttt w«!( liglit, wi4iou( mjr lovi^ 

If Dtmdb 1m 001 mine r 

, I* a long age ai-naa { 

T|f ftrifty ]w MQTBf ■ DC csdn the dajTi 

Thtt l^gs iiiy km again ! 
O hafte and iyii^ him t0 nqr ^tAxti 

Nor let iM eves fart « 
M^ bieafi ihaU Ibeataa sMpe afamt| . 
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I. 

YOU Ind my Mofe not oeafe to fti^' 
Yon i»d my ink not ceafe to floiri 
^fhen fiiy it arer Audi be Qxing, 

And boifterous winds ihall never Uoiri 
When yoo fuch miradet can provO| 
|1llfiii|(offrkndihip» oroflove. 
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Btttoow alone, by flortps^oj^ireftj. 

Which harfiily In fny ears refguc^ J^ 
No cheerful voice with witty Jeff, 
^ No jocund pipe to iUU the ibuncL; ,„ .., ^•. ;? 
UntrainM befide in verfe-like art, 
Hovr ihall my pea e^ds iny heart ?y 
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ibtvain J caUth' harnnoious Nioe,: :. . 

In vain implore ApoUe^ aM; . '. . ii :'^i v;V[ 
Obdm'ate, (faqr refiife m liir, 

While fpleen and care myttSi invide c:>'t. .v 
Say, fhail we Morpheus next implore, 
^>Ai4.tiyit*e|ii%tbiefck^ ,,;r^;. ' ^ 

IV. 
» ■ ^ ■ WHeiy at l^ft hem ftq) my-pefti, - • '-. . v^ -^ s 
And with his poppies 4crowD my brow : 
Better by far in loneibme den 

To deep unhcawi of— than to glow 
With treachVous wildfire of the brain^ 
TV intpiicatcd poet's bane, j r v 



- • ^^ 
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ritten atTein&B Ordic % near Birmiibgliaiib ; Augnft 7t 
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Br TBMi-^Amju ,. -.'.w'; 



ititd ivlftiy gives them Cymfiki,^ to ripSkt^ 
> vcU each txfehiifh ; blrighten eVeiy ^ace ; *' ;; ' ,, 
ft ftUl prcfcrvc the lovely tOTent^sfii*. " ' * ^' ' ' ' ^" ^ 
How well the bard p))qrs, cachj^^li^teUaj . ,, .,-^r^ 
heie lucid flreams, gay meads, and l^W cells i\ , ^ 
liere mgdeit Art in filence lurks cQnceal'd t -.^r.^ \ 
liile Nature fluoes, fc gracefully rcvcai'd,/..,, •,." 
hat (he triumphant claims the total plan; 
nd^iftth fiefli pri4e, ^dopts^the iv«^ i)(flMU. />;:-:.: 1' 



'.■-■J . 
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« The I<tftf«wcS| belonging to WU1ij|a Shenftoac £6^. r^ ^ 
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By hiki^JAGOK 

m " hig^mms dukeifiJUe&ttr artn 

To you^ wlidn piW moVea^ an4 tafle kibuiet;. ^ 
The Done &alo Jbrioop i O Shea&one^ l^pa ; 

Tiras gentle ftrii^t, iMie&'^ltfae tuneHfl rii^ 
^ natufe tai^|^y lid hiiptisd teagdel cofD^ii|e: ' ' 

A goldfiDch jbyM t6 tAxX the \vaftp ciiib^bc, ^\ 
Aid hcans lahd fettuhes with her Aialiq b^jK^ 

Through Mitittt^ ^ctibdii walki at MttfUk Vtitf tmf^i^ 
J9o fettled hatmtS) ilo fix'd abode their aim i. 

As ^anbe Cr fiidiqr IM, their path they chang'd, 
ThemlblveSi in every vary'd fcene^ the fame; 

t Richat^i Jafo, Vicar •f Snittersfield in Warwlciftitie, itiH re^ot «f 
kimcoie ni Leictttetlhiire. Re was the ititlriiite friend and correfpon* 
4rfit 9f Mr. ShcnftoQfy with whom he became acquainted at fchooL 
fit fi&iihcd )kis cducatibo at UniTeriirj boUege^ Oxford^ and toot 
is dtfift of M. A. Jol^ 9^ 173s. 1A\% death happened Msy s8i i1%ti 

1 *TUi 
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^dl bh a day fo'wei§^iy cares ^^ • , 

VMth ittuto^diDice^ alternate/ thcyigrccil,*',.*'** ^_ 

On rambling thoughts no more to turn their miooi 
But fettle ioberly^ and raife a breeds 
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All in a garden^ oh a currant^Bji^l " 

With wond'rous art they bbiTf their i^vixifi; feat* .,- . 
In the next brchkt UvM a firiendly tnhifita, 

Not diflant far, a woodlarrs ibfi retreat* ' 



r.'>i^ 



Here IJl^JS: wit^i cafej and in each dtket TBc^,, * ^ ^ \ . ' 
With ear^'fohgs they wak'd Acj j^righily grpfi^^ ^ ^ ^ 

Till time Siitiii^d their blift^ and cro Wd t&ek:.iMS'* 
With tniinV pledges of thor faitbfiil loves*' "^ 



... r\ 

A^ ... ^, 
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And nol^ *rKat traiifport glqwM in either's qrc ! ,. !" 
What equal fqndnefs dealt th* allotted Ifood J . \ . . 

What J9y each other's likeneis to dcfcry, . 
And future fonneb in the chiijping brood ! 






• I 
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But ah ! what edithly happihefs can, laft'f 
How does the fairelt purpofe ofbn £ul ? 

A truant fchool-boy^s wantonneis could Uaft 
Their rSihg hopes, and leave tbem both to wail. 

The moft ufigetitle of his tiibe was he ; 

No gen*rbu4 pirecejpt ever tdudiy his heart : 
With concdrd# i^die ^d hideous profody 

Hf fchi'^IM Ixis talk, axid bliiadePd o'er his parti 
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On hBxVrova plunder bent, with iavage qre 
He mark'd wheit wrapt in down theyonnglingi Isff 

Then nifliihg fmM tlie wretched htoSiy^ 
And1)ore them in his impious hands awaj;* 

But how fhall I relate ia numbers rude 
The paogs for poor ^ ^hiyibmitris decreed f 

When from a neighboring ipray aghait ihe viewed 
The £ivage ruifian't inatdpiciom deed ! 

So, wrapt in grief, fbme heart-ftruck matron flands^ 
While horrid flame furround her children's room ! 
On heiv^n ihe calls, and wrings her trembling hands, 
CooftrainM to &e^ but not prevent their doom* 

•* O grief of grieft ! with fhrieking voice ihe ciy'd, 
«* What fight is this that I have liv*d to fee i 

** O ! that I had a maiden-goldfinch died, 
•• From love's faHc joys, and bitter forrows free ! 

•* Was it frr this, alas I with weary bill, 
•^* Was it for this, I pois'd th' imwieldy flraw ? 

•* For this I picked the mofs from yonder hill ? 
•* Nor iliunM the ponderous chat along to draw? 

•* Was it for this, I cull'd the wool with care ; 

** And flrove with all my ikill our work to crown? 
•* For this, with pain I bent the fhibborn hajr j 

•* And lin'd our cradle with the thiiWe's down i 

^ GhfyfeiftitrUy il Iccias, U the Aame for a goldfinch. 
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Was it for this my freedom I refign'd ; 

** And ceas'd to rove from beauteous plain to plain ? 

For this^I fat at home whole days confin'd, 

** And bore the fcorching heat, and pealing rain ? 

Was it for this my watchful eyes grow dim ? 
** The crimfon rofes on my cheek turn pale ? 
Pale is my golden plumage, once fo trim ; 
** And all my wonted fpirits 'gin to fail. 

O plundVer vile ; O more than weezel fell ! 
** More treach'rous than the cat with pnidifli face ! 
More fierce than kites with whom the furies dwell ! 
** More pilPring than the cuckow's prowling race \ 

For thee ma^ plumb or goofb'ry never grow, 
*' Nor juicy currant cool thy clammy throat : 
But bloody birch- twigs work thee (hameful woe, 
** Nor ever goldfinch cheer thee with her note !** 

'hus fang the mournful bird her piteous tale, 
The piteous tale her mournfiil mate returned : 

hen lide by fide they fought the diftant vale, 
Aud there in lilent fadnefs inly mourn'd. 



Vol. IV. Y The 
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The blackbirds. An Elegy. 

BytheSame^ 

TH £ fun had chas'd the mountain ihoW| 
And kindly loos'd the frozen foil, 
The melting ftreams began to flow, 
And ploughmen urg'd their annual toiU, 

4 t • • ' 

'Twas then, amid the vocal throng 
Whom nature wakes to mirth and lore, 

A blackbird rais'd his am'rous fong, 
And thus it echo'd through the grove. 

O fairefl of the feather'd train ! 

For whom I fmg, for whom I burn^ 



Attend with pity to my lira in, 
And grant iny love a kind return. 

For fee the wintry florms are flown, 
And gentle Zephyrs fon the air ; 

Let us the genial influence own, 
Let us the vernal paftimc fliare. 
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The raven jteflaes his jetty^ wing / *? 

To pleafe his cnnddng paramour |: . 
The larks refpoafiisid' ditties fing, ' 

And tell their palfion as : thejt foar. 

But truft me,^. byev ^^ raven's wiig 

Is not to be croidpar'd with mine.; 
Nor can the lark fo fiwrectly fing 

As I, who IbengtlLwdthfweetnef&joku 

O ! let me alt thy fteps attend ! 

I'll point new trdafores to thy fight ; 
Whether the gnoTe thy wifh befriead, • 

Or hedge-rows green, oir meadows. brigbti 

I'll ihew n^ lojt the clcarcft rill 
Whofe ftrdantts among the pebbles, ilray; 

Thefe will we Jip, and fip our 1111^ 
Or on the flow'xy margin play. . 

I'll lead her to the thickeft brake. 

Impervious to the fchool-boy's cyeii 
For her the plaifter'd nelb I'll make, 

And on her dov^ny pinions lie* 

When, prompted by a mother's care, 

Her warmth (hall form th' imprifonVI young ; 

The pleafing talk PU gladly fliare, 
Or cheer her labours with my fong« 

Y 2 To 
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To bring her food 111 range the fiddB^ 
And cull the beft of every land; 

Whatever nature's bounty yidds^ • 
And love's affiduous care can find. 

And when my lovely, mate would firay 
. To tafle the fummer iweets at laige, 
I'll wait at home the live-long day. 
And tend with care bur little charge* 

Then .prove with me the fweets of love, 
With me divide the cares of life; 

No bufh ihall boafi in all the grove 
60 fond a mate, fo hleil a wife. 

He ceas'd his f6ng< The melting daine 
With foft indulgence heard the ftrain ; 

She felt, Ihe ownM a mutual flame, 
And hafled to relieve his pain. 

He led her to the nuptial bower, 
And neftled clofely to her fide; 

The fondefl bridegroom of that hour j 
And flic, the mofl delighted bride. 

Next mom he wak'd her with a fong, 
** Behold, he faid, the new-born day! 

^* The lark his matin peal has rung, 
** Arife, my love, and come away/* 



Togcth 
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Together through the fields they ftray'd. 
And to the murm'ring riv'let*s fide } 

Rcnew'd their vows, and hopp'd and played. 
With honeil joy and decent pride. 

When oh ! with grief the Mufe relates 
The mournful fequel of my tale ; 

Sent by an order from the fates, 
A gunner met them in the vale. 

Alarm'd, the lover cry'd, My dear, 
Hafie, hafte away, from danger fly ; 

Here, gunner, point thy thunder here ; 
O ipare my love, and let me die* 

At him the gunner took lus aim; 

His aim, alas ! was all too true : 
O ! had he chofe fome other game ! 

Or fliot— -ais he was wopt to do ! 

Pivided pair;! forgive the wroag, 
While I with tears your fate rehearfe i 

.I'll jom the widow's plaintive fong^ 
Aft4 fave the lover in my verfe. 
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Tqe rake. 



By a Lady in NEW EiNrGI.A'N.D. 



Flicko meliora proboquey 



JDeteriora fe^uofk 



Hon. 



AN open heart, a generous mind, 
Btit paffibn*^ ^ave, and viikJ-iis 'wmd : 
In theory, 'a judge of right ; • 
Though banifli'd from its practice ijuit^ : - 
So loofe, fo.proftitute of foul,. 
His nobler wit becomes the tool 
Of every importuning fool : 
A thoufand virtues mifapply'd ; 
While reafon fip^ta on p^fDfn's fide;: 
The n*in of th(5 ckifte and fair ; 
The parent's curie, the virgin's ihare: 
Whofe falfe exoHipIe leads aftray 
The young, the thoughtlefs, and the gay; 
Yet, lefc alone to cooler thought. 
He knows, he fees, he feels his fault : 
He knows his fault, he feels, he views, 
; DetefUng what he naoft purfues ; 

4r 
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His judgment tells him, all his gains 
For fleeting joys are lafting pains : 
Reafon with appetite contending, 
Repenting flill, and il ill offending : 
Abufer of the gifts of nature, 
A wretched, felf- condemning creature. 
He paiTes o'er life's ill-trod ftage ; 
And dies, in youth, the prey of age ! 
The fcorn, the pity of ^the wife, 
Who love, lament him — and defpife I 

FLOWERS; 

By ANTHONY WHISTLER*, Efq; 

' Egp apis nuUina 

More modoque^ 

Grata c^rfentis il^ffiuu HoR, 

I. 

LE T fages with fuperfluous pains 
The learned page devour ; 
While Florio better knowledge drains 
From each inihii6Uve flower* 

a Anthony Whiftlcr, Efq; was entered a Commoner of Pembroke 
all/Ojf&t^, Oftober 2, 1731. He died, in 1754, at his feat at Whit- 
urch, in Oxfordfhirc. 
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His fav*rite Rofe his fear alarms, 

All opening to the fun ; 
Like vain coquettes, who fpread their charxnSji 

And fhinc, to be undone. 

m. 

The Tulip, gaudy in its drefs. 

And made for nought but £how, ' 

In every fenfe may well exprefs 

The glittering, empty beau ! 

IV, 

The Snow-drop firft but peeps to light. 

And fearful ihews its head ; 
Thus modeft merit ihines more bright, 

By felf-diftruft milled. 

V. 

Th' Auric'la, which through labour rofe| 

Yet fhines compleat by art. 
The force of education Ihows 

How much it can impart* 

vr. 

He marks the Senfitive's nice fit ; 

Nor fears he to proclaim, 
If each man's darling vice were hit, 

That he would aH th /ame% 



Vn. Bcnca 
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VII. 
Bicneath eacli common hedge^ he >dewi 

The Violet with care ; 
Hinting we fhquld not worth refiifc. 

Although we find it tbtri* 

Vim 

The Tuberofe that lofty fprings, 

Npf c^n fupport its height. 
Well reprefents imperious kings. 

Grown impotent by mig^t. 

IX. 

Fragrant, though pale, the Lily blows; 

To teach the female breafl, 
How virtiK can its fweets difcloie 
In all complexions drefl. 

X. 

To every bloom that crowns the year. 

Nature fome charm decrees ; 
Learn hence, ye nymphs, her face to wcaff 

Ye cannot iail to pleaie* 



GONG. 
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By the same. 

WH I L £9 Strephon, thus you teaze one. 
To fay, what won my heart ; 
It cannot fure be trcafon. 
If I the truth impart, 

'Twas not your imile, though charmmg s 
*Twas not your eyes^ though bright ; 

Twas not your bloom, though warming i 
Nor beauty's dazzling light. 

'Twas not your drds, though fhining. 

Nor fliape, that made me "figh : 
'Tvvas not your tongue, complaining, 

For that I knew— might lye* 

No — 'twas your generows nature ; 

Bold, foft ; fincere, and gay s 
It fhone in every feature, 

And ftole my hevt away. 



The 
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The CABINET; Or, V£&sss on Roman: Medals. 
To Mr. walker. By Mr. Graves-*, 

I. 

O ! the rich Cafket's mimic dome ! 

Where cells in graceful rows 

The triumphs of imperial Rome 

In miniature difclofe. 

II. 
Lefs facred far thofe tinfel fhrines. 

In which the.iainted bones. 

And relics, modem Rome confines. 

Of leg^ndaiy drones. 

m. 

In figured brafs we here behold 

From time's wide wafte retriev -d, 

What patriots firm or heroes bold v 

In peaoe or war atchiev'd. 

IV. 

Or filver orbs, in feries fair. 

With titles deck'd around, 
Prefent each Caefar's face and air 
With rays or laurels crown'd. 

' Richard Graves, fecond fon of Richard Graves, £1^; was bom at 
Mickleton, in the County of Gloucefter, May 4, 1715. He was edu- 
cated at Abington S(^ool,:Berk8 ; cleftcd from thence Nov. ij'xyjs, a 
Scholar of Pembroke CoUpge, Oxford ; Jind chofen Fellow of All Souls 
College, 1736. In 1739 he became M. A. He is now Re£tor of 
CUverton, and Vicar of Kilpicrfden, in the County of Somerfet. 

V. Ages 
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V. 
Agjts to come ihall hence be taught, 

In lafiing lines exprefs'd, 

'How mighty Julius fpoke or fought, 

Or Cldopatra drefs'd; 

VI. 
Auguftus here lyith placid miei) 

Bids raging difcord ceafe ; 

The gates of War clofe-barr'd are feen^ 

And all the woiid is peace. 

VII. 

A race of tyrants then fucceeds. 

Who frown with brow fevere; 
Yet though we fhudder at their deeds^ 
£v'n Nero charms us here* 

vni. 

Thus did the blooming Titus look 

Delight of human kind ; 
Great Hadrian thus, whofe death befpoke • 

His firm yet gentle mind. 

IX. 
Aurelius too ! thy flpic face 

Indignant we compare 

With young Fauftina*s wanton grace, 

And meretricious air. 

X. 
Each paffion here and virtue ihines 

In livelieft emblems drefs'd : 
J^efs ftrong in Tully's ethic lines. 
Or Plato's flights exprels*d* 
7 ^.Wi 
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XL . 
With height^M grace in verdbuit hifl^ . 

Each work of ancieat arty 
The temple^ column, arch, or bufl^ . . :; 

Their wonted charms impart* 

XH- 
All'-glorious RoiDe, throng martial tiril« ; i 

Beneath each zone obey'd^ 
SheW'd every province, trophy^ fyoAg 

On current gold 4i^play'd« • . 

xm. 

Hence prodigeda, that vainly {pcnd^ '.'''"../ 
Promote the great delign ; ) - 

And miiers aid ambition's end. 
Who treafure up the coin. 

XIV. 

... < , . . . 

The peafant finds in every diitie " " 

The fcientific ore ; . -^ 

Whilft on the richxemains of time,. 

The leam'd with rapture pore^ . ^ 

XV. 
Each fading (Iroke they now retraos 

£ach legend dark unfold ; 
Then in hifloric order place—* 

And copper vies with gold* 



IVI. Happy 
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XVI. 
Happy the f;^ ! like you, my friend, 

The evening of whofe days- 
Heav'n grants ia that fair tale toipend*- 

Where Thames delisted ftn^s. 

xvn. 

To medals there and bookg of taite 

Thofe moments you confign. 
Which barren- miiids if^blywafte 

On dogs, or cards, or wine. 

XVIIL 
Whilft I *mid T9ct8 and favage itoodft 

Enjoy thefe golden dreams ; 
* Where Avon winda to nbix her Aoodft 

With Bladud's healing ftreama* ' 

PANACEA: 

Or, The Grand Restohativs* 

, By the Same. 

WELCOME to 33132*^5 ftreams, ye fons of fplecn, 
Who rove from fpa to fpa — to fhift the itcne ; 
W^hile round the ftreaming fount you idly throng. 
Come, learn a wholfome fecret from my fong. 

Jf' CUverton near Bath, I750t 

* Y« 
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Ye feir, whofe rofes feel th* approaching froft, 
And drops fiipply the place of Ipirits loft : 
Ye 'fquires, who, rack'd with gouts, at heav'n repine, 
Condemn'd to water for excefs in wine ; 
Ye pordy cits, fo corpulent and full, 
Who eat and drink 'till appetite grows dull ; 
For whets and bitters then unfiring the purfc, 
Whilft nature more oppreft grows worfe and worfe; 
Dupes to the craft ofpill-prefcribing leaches: 
You nod or laugh at what the parfon preaches. 
Hear then a rhyming quack, — who i^ums your wealth. 
And gratis gives a fure receipt for health. 
No more thus vainly roam o'er fea and land. 
When lo ! a fovereign remedy at hand : 
*Tis Temperance — ftale cant ! — 'Tis Failing then i , 
Heav'n's antidote againft the fins of men. 
Foul luxury's the caufe of all your pain : 
To feour th* obflru6ted glands, abilain ! abflaini 
Faft and take reft, ye candidates for fleep, 
Who from high food tormenting vigils keep : 
Faft and be fat— thou ftar\ eling in a gown : 
Ye bloated, faft — 'twill fiu'ely bring you down. 
Ye nymphs, that pine o'er chocolate and rolls. 
Hence take frefli bloom, frefli vigour to your fouls* 
Faft and fear not — you'll need no drop nor pill : 
Hunger may ftarve, excefs \%fure to kill. 
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The HEROINES, or Modern Memoirs. 

By the same, 

IN ancient times, fome htmdred wititSrs paft, 
When firitifli dnmes*, for confcience fake, were chaflc, 
If fome frail nymph, by youthful paflk)ri fway'd, 
Trom Virtue's paths unhappily had ftray'd j 
When banifli'd reafon reiafTum'd her place. 
The confcibus wretch bewail'd het* fonl difgrace ; 
Fled from the world, and pafs'd her joylefs years 
In decent folitude, and pious tears, " 

Veird in fome convent made her peace with heaven, 
And almoft hop'd-^-by Pflides to be forgiven. 

Not fo of Modern w-^res th* illiiftrious train, 
Renown'd Conftantia «, P — ton *» and V — ne ^ ; 
Grown old in fin, and dead to amorous joy. 
No a£ts of penance tbeir great fouls >smploy. 
Without a blufli behold each nymph advance. 
The lufcious Heroine of her own romance. 
£ach harlot triumphs in her lofs of fame, 
And boldly prints and publiilies her (Ixame, 

• Terefa Conftantia Philips. 

*Mrs. LetitiaPilkington. 

« Sec this lady's Memoirs in the Life of Peregrine Pickle* 

The 
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The PARTING. 

By the Same. 
Written fbme Years after Marriage, . 

THE rifing fun through all the grove 
Diffus'd a gladfome ray : 
My Lucy finil'd, and talk'd of love ; 
And every thing look'd gay. 

n. 

Ifiut oh ! the fatal hour was come, 

That forc'd me from my dear: 
My Lucy then through grief was dumb, 

Or fpoke but by a tear. 

m. 

Now far from her and blifs I roam, 

All nature wears a change: 
The azure iky feems wrapt in gloom^ j 

And every place looks (bange. 

IV. 
Thofe flow*ry fields, this verdant fcene^ 

Yon larks that towering fing, 
With fad contrail increafe my fpleen. 

And make me loath the fpring« 
Vol. IV. Z V. My 
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V. 

My books that wont to fdoth my mira 

No longer now can pleafe : 
There only thoie amufement find 

That have a mind at eafe. 

Nay life itfelf is taftelefe grown 

From Lucy whilft I ftray : 
Sick of the world I mufe alone 

And figh the live-long day* 

1748. 

ODE TO MEMORY. 1748* 

• * 

By William Shenstone, Elq; 

1. 

O Memory ! celeftial maid \ 
Who glean'ft the flow'rets cropt by tlme^; 
And, fuffering not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv'ft the blolToms of our prime ; 
Bring, bring thofe nloments to my mmd 
When life was new, and Leibia kind^ 

n.Afid 
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ir. 

And bring that garland to my fight. 

With whichi my favour'd crook fhc bound ; 

And bring that wreatH of rofes bright 
Which tlien my feftive teniples crown'd. 

And to my raptUirM ^r convey 

The gentle things (he deign'd to fay. 

. in. 

And iketch with care the Mufe*9 bow'r. 

Where Ifis rclh her filver tide; 
Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r, 

That fhines on Cherwell's verdant fide ; 
If fo thou may'ft thofe hours prolong. 
When polifii'd Lycon join'd my foiig. 

IV. 
The fong it ^vails not to recite— 

But fure, to footh our youthful dreams, 
Thofe banks and llreaftis appeared more bright 

Than other banks, than other ftreams : 
Or by thy foftening pencil fhewn, 
AfTurne they beauties not their own ? 

V. ' 

And paint that Iwcetly vacant fcene, 

When, all beneath the poplar bough, 
My fpirits light, my foul ferene, 

I breath'd in verfe one cordial vow ; 
That nothing fliould my foul infpire. 
But friendfhip warm, and love entire. 

Z 5 VI. DuU 
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VI. 

Dull to the fenfe ofnew delight. 

On thee the drooping Mufe attends p 
As fome fond lover, FobbM of fight. 

On thy expreffive powV depends ; 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines^ 
To live the lord of all that fhines. 

VII. 
But let me chafe thofe vows away 

Which at ambition's fhrine I made ; 
Nor ever let thy ikill difpky 

Thofe anxious moments, ill Fepaid : 
Oh ! from my breafl that ieafon rafe. 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

vm. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 

And bring^ the hobby I beftrode ; 
When pleas'd, in many a fportive ring^ 

Around the room I jovial rode : , 
Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu, 
And bring the whifUe that I blew, 

IX. 
Then will I mufe, and peniive fay. 

Why did not thefc enjoyments laft ? 
How fweetly wafted I the day,. 

While innocence allow 'd to wafte?^ 
Ambition's toils alike are vain. 
But, ah ! for pleafure yield us pain.- 



Tk 
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.^^^/$5/y^4^>y^^ 



The Princefs ELIZABETH 



a* 



A Ballad, alluding to a Story recorded of her, when ftie 
was a Prifoner at WoopsxocK, 1554^ 

By the same. 

WILL you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay, 
Each ambitious thoughtirefigjjing. 
Foe to riches, pomp, and fway ? 

While the nymphs and fwains delighted 

Tript around in all their pride 5 
]£nvying joys by pthers flighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cry'd ; 

Bred on plains, or bom in vallies. 

Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu ? 
Stranger to the arts of malice, 

Who would ever courts puf fue f 

9 Afterwards Queen. Holllngihead, Ipeaking of her confinement, 

fays,—'' no marvel), if ihe hearing upon a time out of hir garden at 

** Woodftocke a ceita'ine milkmaide iinging pleafantlie, wilhed herfelf 

<< to be a milkmaide as (he was ; fay?ng that her cafe was better, and life 

ff merf ier.'f 

Z 3 Malice 
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Malice never taught to treafurc, 
Cenfure never tau^t to belir:* 

Love is all the llicpherd's pleafurc ; 
Love is all the damfel's care. 

How can they of humble ftation 

Vainly blame the powers above? 
Or accuie the diipenfation 
Which allows them all to love? 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Pow*r nor chance can thefe restrain | 
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven ! 

Only pureft on the plain ! 

Ppers can no fuch charms difcover, 
All in fbrs and garters dreft, 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his nofegay on his breaft^ 

Pinks and rofes in profufion. 
Said to fade when Chloe*s near ; 

Fops may ufe the fame allufion. 
But the fhepherd is lincere. 

Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail : 

Cowllips all around her fpringing 
Sweetly aint the golden vale. 



Ncv< 
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flsver yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo fprightly, look fo fair j 

Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour a fong fo void of care. 

Would indulgent heaven had granted 
Me fome rural damiel's part ! 

AH the empire I had wanted 
Then had been my Ihepherd's heart. 

Tfoen, with him, o*er hills and mountains. 
Free from fetters might I rove : 

Fearlefs taffe the cryflal fountains ; 
Peaceful fleep beneath the grove. 

Ruftics had been more forgiving ; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
J^one had envy*d me when living, 

JSJone had triumph'd o'er my tprnfe. 



Z4 OPE 
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l|^^^#^^#l^^^^^^ 



ODE TO A YOUNG LADY, 

Somewhat too folicitous about her Manner of Expreffion. 

By the same. 

SU R Y E Y, my fair ! that lucid fecam 
Ado\\^ the fmiling valley flray; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream. 
To regulate its winding way ? 

So pleas'd I view thy Ihining hair 

In loofe difhevell'd ringlets flow : 
Not all thy art, nor all thy care, "} 

Can there one fingle grace beflow. 

Survey again that verdant hill. 

With native plants enamell'd o'er ; 
Say, can the painter's utmoft Ikill 

Inftrudt one flow'r to pleafe us more ? 



9 



As v^in it were, with artful dye, 

Tp change the bloom thy cheeks difclofc. 
And oh may Laura, ere fhe try. 

With frefh vermilion paint the rofc» 



Hark, 
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Harfc, how the ^yood-la^k's tuneful throat 

Can every fhidy'd grace excei ; 
lyCt art coniirain the rambling note, 

And will flie, Laura, pleafe fo well } 

Oh ever keep thy pative eafe, 

By no pedantic rules confin'd ! 
For Laura's voice is form'd to pleafe. 

So Laura's words be not unkind. 

y E E. S E S Hrritten towards the cbfe of the Year 1748, 
to William Henry Lyttelton, Efq;» 

Qy tl^e Saipe. 

HO W blithely pafs'd the Summer's day ! 
How bright was every flower ! 
While friends arriv'd, in circles gay, 
To vifit Damon's bower. 

But now, with lilent ftep, I range 

Along fome lonely Ihore ; 
And Damon's bower, alas the change ! 
I^ gay with friends no more. 

Sixth fon of Sir Jhomas Lytteltoi\, and brother of George, the firft 
Lord Lyttelton. He was created Bar«n Weftcote> of Balamare, In the 
ountyof Longford, July i^, 17665 and is ai prefcnt member for 
^ewdley. 

I Away 
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AKrajr to crowds and cities borne, 

In qticft of joy they.fteer ; 
Whilft I, alas I am left forlorn, 

To weep the parting year I 

O pcnfive autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy forrowing face -to fee ! 
When languid fims are taking leave 

Of every drcjopihg tree. 

Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 

This dying fcene furvey ! 
Haf!e, Winter, hafte ; ufurp the &y j 

Compleat my bower's decay. 

Ill can I bear the motley caft 

Yon* fickening leaves retain ; 
That fpeak at once of pleafure pad. 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbled, I gaze around. 

My diftant fcenes require ; 
Where all in murky vapours drowned 

Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 

Though Thomibn, fweet defcriptive bard! 

Infpiring Autumn fung; 
Yet how fliould we the months regard, , 

7^hat flopp'd his flowing tongue ^ ? 

* MuThomfon died Aiiguft 27, 1748. 



Ah 
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fih luckfeis months, of all the rejR-, 

To whofe hard fliare it fell ! 
For fure he was the gentleft bread: 

That ever fiing fo well; 

And fee, the fwallows now' difown 

The roofs they lovM before ; 
£ach, like his tuneful genius, flowh 

To glad fome happier fhore. 

The wood-nymph eyes, with pal^ affright. 
The (jportfman's frantic deed ; 

While hounds and horns and ydls unite 
To drown the Mufe*a reed, 

Y^ fields with blighted herbage brown T 

Ye Ikies no longer blue ! 
Too much we feel from fortune's frown. 

To bear thcfe ^frowns from you. 

Where is the mead's unfullied green ?* 

The zephyr'a balmy gale ? 
And where fwcet friendfhip's cordial mien. 

That brighten'd every vale ? 

What though the vine difclofe her dyes, 

And boaft her purple ftore ; 
Not all the vineyard's rich fupplies -^ • 

Can foothe our forrows more. 



He! 
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|]ie ! he is gone^ whofe moral ftraiii 

Could wit and mirth refine ; 
He ! be is gone, whole focial vein 

Suipais'd the power of wine. 

Fail hy the ilreams he deiga'd to praiie. 

In yon icqiiefter'd grov^, 
To him s^ votive urn I raife ^ ; 

To him, and friendly love. 

Yes there, my friend ! forlorn and fad, 

I grave your Thomfon's name ; 
And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad ^ 

To (bund your growing fame. 

There fha^ ray plaintivp fong recount 

Dark themes of hopelefs woe 5 
And, fafter thaf> the .dropping fount, 

I'll teach mine eyes to flow, 

c Inftcad of the urn, Mr. Shenftonc afterwards iijfcribed the foUowt 
Ing lines on one of the feats in his grounds : 

CELEBERRIMO POETAE 

JACOBO THOMSON, 

PROPE PONTES ILLI NON FASTipiTO^ 

G. S. 
SEDEM HANC ORNAVIT. 
Qux tihi, qux tali reddam pro carmine dona } 
Nam neque me tantum venlentis iibilus auftri, 
Kecpercufia juvant ilu£la tarn litora, nee (^vlm 
Saxofas inter decurrunt flumina valles. 

There 
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f bere leaves, in fpite of Autumn, gnaif 

Shall fhadc the hallow'd ground ; 
And Spring will there again be fccn,* 

To call forth flowers around. 

But no kind funs will bid me fhare. 

Once more, His focial hour ; 
Ah, Spring ! thou never canft r^air 

This lols to Damon's bower. 

S O N G S, 

By the Same, 

I. 

IN a vale fring'd with woodland, where grottot abound^ 
And rivulets murmur, and echoes reibund, 
1 vowM to the Mufes my time and my care ; 
Since neither could win me the fmiles of my fiur* 

As freedom inipir'd me, I rangM and I fuag ; 

And Daphne's dear name neve^ fell from my tongue : 

But if once a iinooth accent delighted^ny ear, 

I fhould wifh, unawares, that my Daphne might hear# 

With feireft ideas my bofom I ftor'd ; 
Allufions to none but the nymph I ador*d ; 
And the more I with fhidy my fancy refin'd. 
The deeper impreffion (he made on my mind. 

Ah. 
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Ah! whil{l J the beauties of nature: purfiiei ^ 
I ii:ill muii my Daphne's fair image renew j ^ 
The Graces have chofen with Daphne to row^ ^ 
And the Mufes are all in alUafice with Ldvbt 

• * 

II. DAPHlflE's Vifit. 

YE birds ! for whote I reai*'d the groYc,- • 
With melting lay- felute my love : 
My Daphne with your notes detain ; 
Or Ihatve reared my grovfe in vain; . . . • 

Ye floTtrers ! before her footfleps rife ; ' 
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes; 
That fhe your opening chSrms may fee : 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind Zephyr I brufh each fragrant flowery 
And Ihed its odours round my bower : 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 
Shall I, from thee, refrefhmcnt'find, 

Ye flreams ! if e'er your banks I lov'dj 
If e'er your native founds improv'd, 
May each foft murmur footh my fair ; 
t)r oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 

And thouj my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds, 
May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom j 
Or thou flidlt prove her Damon's tomb* 

7 HI. Tl 



IIL The RosE-BuD* 

SEEj Fiavia, fee that budding rofe. 
How bright beneath the bufh it glovrs4 
How fafely there it lurks concealM ; 
How quickly ^blafted, when reveal'd ! . 

The fun with warm attrafliyc rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze, 
A blaft defcends from eaftern ikies. 
And all its bluiliing radiance dies. 

Then guard, my fair ! your eharms divine ; 
And check the fond defire to fhine 
Where fame'^ tranlporting rays allure. 
While here more happy, more fecure^ 

The breath of fome neglected maid 
Shall make you figh you left the (hade : 
A breath to beauty's bloom jankind. 
As, to the rofe, an eaflern wind. 

The n)rmph reply'd, ** You &r{kf tny fwai^ - 
** Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
•* One envious tongue alike difarms, 
** You, of your wit ; me, of my charms. 

** What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 

** Or what, unknown, the poet's ikill ? 

•* What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 

" Or what Ae rofe's blufli, unfeen ?'* 

IV. V/rltten 



[ 368 3 

iV. Written ia a ColledUon of Bacchanalian Songs» 

ADIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wsifi ; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll,- 
Diicem him flruggling in the bowL 

Nor yet is hope fo wnolly flown, 
Nor yet is thought fo tcdioris grown. 
But limpid flream and fliady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me* 

And fee, through yonder filent grove, 
Sec yondei* does my Daphne roVe j 
With prid^ her fodtftcps I purfue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The fole confufion I admire, 
Is that my Daphne's eyes infpire : 
I fcom the madhefs you approve. 
And value reafon next to love< 



V. Imitated 
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V* Imitated from the F-rb-n c^. 

rE3, thde are the fcencs trhere ivith Iris I ftr^'a j 
But (hort was her fway for fo lovely a maid s 
the bloom of her youth to a cldfter fhe run ; 
the bloom of h«r graces, too fiair for a nijn ! 
^grounded, no doubt, a devotion muft prove 
fatal to, beatf^,fokiliitlgtdlo^e! ,.f 

3^ thefe are the nx^ows, the fhhibs. and tile pla^^ 
iCe the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my psmis j 
m many fcrft moments I fpent in this grove I , 

w fair Was m}j nymj^ ! arid hdw fervent ray Jove I 
ftill thdtlgh, my heart ! thine emotion give o'er ; 
member, the feaibn of love is no more. 

♦ -'••■' 

ith her how I ftr^y'd amid foimtains and bow Vs,^ * 
loiter*d behind and coUeded the flqw'rs ! 
ten breathieis with ardor my fair-one purfi;iM, 
id to think with what kfbdnefs my garlao4 ^« view*d ! 
t be flill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er; 
in wouId*it thou forget thou muft love her no more* 



VoL.IV. A a RIJRAL 
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RURAL INSCRIPTIONS. 

By the Same* 

■ 

I. On a RooT'Hovst* 

ff 

HERE in cool giroti and mofly lecQ^ 
We rural fays and faeries dwell : 
. • . •' » • • 

Tliotig^ rardy ften by mortal ^, 
- Wlien the pale moen^ afcending high. 
Darts through yon* limes her quivering beatni| 
^e frift it near thefe cryfial ftreams. 

Her beams, refleded irom the wav«» 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with dailies broidcr*d o*er. 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; ' 
Nor yet for artful llrains we call| 
But liflen to the water's fall. 

Wpuld you then tafie our tranquil fccf^. 
Be fure your bofoms be ferene ; 
Devoid of hate, devoid of ftrife. 
Devoid of all that poifons life ; 
And much it vails you, in their place^ 
u Tq gtaft the love of kuman race : 

7 And 
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Aad tre^d Wltk kW6 thefe fkvoiiir'd 1)6^^ ' 
Nor watxrA the ihrd&s^ hof ^^rtfift tite )9i^ Vs. 
So may your |^ths With li^rtdA HMkM \ 
So may y^W cotttth ^th teft fee er6#rtM ! 
But harm betide the wayward fwain. 
Who daces our haUow*d haunt prophaoc ! 

Oberon. 



'-*>t 



n. In » IhiiHy Vmtfi nttf « tinttini Watir. 



O! Let nje htunt thU peaceful Aia/4c| 
Nor let ambition e'er ^invade 
The tenants of -fliii \ckfy bAw'r, - 
That ffiiih Iief jpi^fisi imd QS^ fo» |)Mr^n 



<- .* 
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Hither tte plt^ttye ImlqMCi fli^« ^ , 
From focial meads and open ikies ; 
PleasM, by this -nil, her cburfe tA fttt^. 
And hide h^r Q^phifft phm^ lieib.f 



I ."^ 



The trout, bedropt^idlMitAnftGfii^ ., 
Forfakes the river's proud domains ; 
Forfakes xhA fim^s iinweicome gli^hi, 
To lurk within this huinbte JIfeain. 

s 

And»i^I)i§»aiHeNara<ira^, . 
** Flow, flow, my ftream ! this devious way: 
** Though lovely foft thy murmurs are, 
^* *rhy waters, lovely cool and fair* 

Aa 2 "Flow, 
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«• Flo«r, gentle fircam ! nor let rfie vaia 
** Thy tmaUjipftOly'il ftores difdain : 
•* Nor let thepeaifive fage repine, 
'* Whoft latent courle refenables thine.** 



in. On a-finall Building la the Gothic Tattc. 

^jjtK jpcu tt^t fitter in unxttlt Kffte ! 
^^ g)t ttelf iit fintmtf > eitdice Q^ne ! 
JDee not too x^t ttmn amsflir 

J9n r(t 9l^ei0ne'tte ntOirt fio0le, 
J98r ret Hersiie t|»e beec^en botMe, 

Jin tsaiitb tt tmV0 tf^f tm^^mMt# 

IForecte ^im, if > at eDe or Wom^ 

DetoifHf of twrmtce sai&f ^t Qnt t 
Sr, all be^Be fomc fimnzt laMr, 

ftc toaSe ]rf0 inofmatNT ^8f» 

•o mas He patoohne ftauH ann fltlfr, 

3lf fttc^ In coimiFe Immt ^e Utt ^ 
JFor Csnitis tl^tit heme in bufi^ trfe, 

IFfom lB|^ t^ pcacc&i abmm iif 6rr* 



APaiHoral 



Y 
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A Paftond B A L L A D % in Four PaitS| 

Written in 1743. 

By the Same. 

Arhufia bumik/que ne^ica* Vl&6« 

I. Absence. 

'£ (liepherds ^ chearful and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ! 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray, 

Ohi call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mule and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye &nd s 
None once was fo watchful as I : ' 

•—I have left my dear Phyllis behind* 

11. 

Now I know what it is, to have {(rove 

With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
What it is, to. admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire* ^ 
Ah lead forth my flock in the mom, 

And the damp^ of each evening i)epell ; 
Alas ! I am foint and forlorn : 

—I have bade my dear Fhyllts fareweU* 

s Pr. JohnioA obferret, that thougk Mr. ShenfloM was nerer mar> 
fild^ fet. ke might have Qbuioed the lady to whom this ballad was 
addiefled* 

A a 3 nit Since 



m. 

Stoat ¥h)rH^ itDnalda|*4 ^i }po\:^ 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
lABi^Ikfebothm^pipeandmy csooky 

If I knew of ^kjif:^ ih^l \Yai iT^at. 
I priz'd every hour diat went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But how they are pail, and I figh, 

And I grieve that I pviz'd then no more* 

IV. 
But why 4^ I I^guUh in vain ?. 

Why wander thus pen^vely her^ ?• 
Oh ! why d\d.l come from tjb/^ pUi% 

Where I fed on the lm^S| q£ m^ deaif ?<> 
They tell naq, n^y fayoiyit;^. Jf^i<^ 

The pride of th^f Tall^;, if ^w^ ; 
Alas ! whe^^i^ her I ha^e ibay'd^^ 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

V. 
When fora'^the fair nymph to fbrag^y 

What anguifh I felt at nay-kearft !< 
Yet I thought'- but it might not be fiw** 

'Twas with, paia thai ihe- fsw^ n^e- depatti 
She gaz'dy a% h ^fmfy withdrew i 

My path I could haodiy diibuavi 
So fweetlyihe baden^ adieu^ 

I though^ tb<a-l ftiQ ba4« m€ l«li)0i« 

VhTim 
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VI. 

The pilgrim that journeys all dajr 

To vifit fome ikr-diftant fhriae. 
If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine* 
Thus widely reiBovM from the Mr, 

Where my vows, my derotien, I owe, 
Soft hope is the reliqne I bear. 

And my fotace wherever I go* 

IL Hope* 
1. 

MY banks they are furnifbM with bees^ 
Whole murpiur invites one to fl^p ; 
My grottos are ihaded with ttees^ 

And wfjf hills are white-over with fiicep* 
I fddom have met with a lofi. 

Such health do my fountains beftow; 
My fountains all border'dwlth moft, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow«^ 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful peen. 

But a f\^eet-b^iar twines it aroi^d. 
Not ixf fields, in the prune of the year. 

More charms than ihy cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and dear. 

But it glitters with filbes of gold. 

A a 4 IILOne 
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III. 

I 

One would think fhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rearj 

Not 9 (hrub that I heard her admire, • 
But I hailed and planted it there. 

how fuddenthejeflamin ilroye . 
With the lil^c to; render it gay { , 

Already it calls for my love. 

To prune the ^ild branches aw9y« 

IV. 
From the plains, ^rom the woodlands and groyefi 

Whac flrains of wild melody fipw ! ^ 

How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of roles that blow ! 
And when her 6right form (hall appeary 

Each bird fliall harmonipufly join 
Jn a concert fo foft and fo clear 

As— 0ie may not be fyfid to refign, 

1 hav© founiJ out a gift for n>y fair ; 

I have found where the wpodjpigeons breed ; 
But let jme that plunder forbear, 

She will fay 't^as.a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er Jcould be true, flie averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young ; 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Siich teodem^^ fall ^om her tongue^ ■ 
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Vf. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How that pity >v«s ^due to-i-a dove ; 
That it ever atteuded thje bold ; 

And flic; caird it the fifber of love. 
B]at her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So muc^ I her accents ^dor^, 
i^t her fpeak, apd whatever Hie fay, 

Methinks I iliould love her the more. 

VIL 
Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon flgl^sf 
Will a nymph tha; is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains^ and this valley d^efpife ? 
Dear regions of iilence and ihade ! 

So^ icenes of contentipent apd eafe ! 
Where I cp]i^d have pleafingly flray'd, 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleale* 

VIII. 
But where does my Phyllida flray ? 

And where ^e her grots and her bow*n i 
Are the groves ^nd t)ie yalley^ ^ gay^ 

And the fliepherds as g^tle as purs } . 
The groves may perhaps be ^ f^, . 

And the face of the valleys as Sjac ; 
The fwains .may in manners compare, 

^ut tbeif ^OYC is npt e^iiai to mia.e« 
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I. 

T T THY will you my paflion reprove ? 

V V Why term it a folly to grie?e ? 

Ere I fhew you the charms of my love, 

She is ^irer than yon can believe. 
With her mien fhe enamoors the brave; 

With her wit (he engages the free ; 
With her modefly pleafes the grave; 

She is every way pieafing to me» 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain 

That will iing but a fong in her praife. 
When he fings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liften the while ; 
Nay on him let not Hiyllid^ frown ; 

—But I cannot allow her to imile. 

III. 
For when Paridfcl tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might (he ruin the peace of -my mind ! 
In ringlets He drefTes his hair. 

And his crook is befhidded around'; 
And his pipe— oh may Bhyllis beware 

Of a m^c there is in the found* 



IV. 'Tis 
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lY. 
'Tis His wiAmack pa£Bo»to glow^ 

'Tis His in imoQtk tabs ^ xiafold, 
** How h^ff fiiee is u bnght as the iaow^ 

^* And her hoibiii, be fure, ia as cold^ 
** How the ni^tiQgales hixniF the Araif^ 

*^ With the nofi^ c£ his ohanner to vie; 
** How they vaiy their accents in vaio» 

*^ Repine at her tsiumphs^ and die.'^ 

V. 
To the grove or the garden he llrays. 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath, to his lays 

He throws it %t Phyllis's feet. 
•* O Phyllis, he whifpers,, mgre feir^ 

•* More fweet than the jeflaroin's flowV t 
•• What are pinks^ in a morn, to con^parc f 

" What Is egl^tiiie aft^r a fhow'r? 

VL. 
*' Then the lily no longer is white ; 

«* Then the jyxb ia deprived of its Uoo«.& 
*• Then the violets die with dpff i^tt 

** AfAtif^ woodbinds ^ nff xbek perfume;/' 
Thus glide tbq ipft oun^s aloiij^ 

And he fancier tv> fti^pberd hi» pQQi; I 
—Yet I never fliouid qivy the fof^ 
Were Qot Ph^Uii to \^^ U 9<ixjm\ 

y^. Let 



vn. 

Ijct his crook be with hyacintha bounds 

So Fbyllb the trophy defpife ; 
Let his fonchead with: laurels be crownM, 

So they thine not ia Phyllis's eyes. * 
^rhe language that flows from the heart 

Is a ihanger to Paridel^s tongue ; 
—Yet may ihe beware of his art» 

Or fure I muft envy the fong* 

IV. DiSAPPOtMTMIKT* 

I. 

YE ibepherdsy give ear to my lay. 
And take no more heed of my fheep : 
They have nothing to do, but to ftray j 
I have nothing to do» but to weep, ' 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair — and my pailion begun; 
She iinil'd— and I could not but love; 
She is feithieis-'^and I am undone* 

II. 
Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to fbrefee. 
That a n3ainphio compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging tlfan me* 
Ah ! love every hope can infpire : 

It banilhes wifdom the wh^le ; 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn*d with a ihaile* 

IIL She 
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III. 

She Is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endare. 
Let reafon infini^l yon to flnin 

What it cannot xnftru^ you to cure* 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Anoid nymphs of an highef degree : 
It ii not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be* 

IV. 
Alas! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes, 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe ? 
Yet time may diminifh the pain ; 

The flow'r, and the <hrub, and the tree. 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for m€« 

V. 
The fweets of a dew«iprmkled rofe, 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which from Solitude flows. 

Henceforth ihall be Corydon*t theme. 
High tranfports are ihewn to the fight. 

But we are not to find them our ovm; 
Fate never bellow'd fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

VI. Ojc 



Oye woods, ipread ydnl* branches apace ; 

To your deqpeft reccfies I fly ; 
I would hide with the bsaiH of tfas chaoe ; 

I would vaniih ^om cveiyeye. 
Yet my reed (hail refoitod thrmi^ thtt gr6Vie 

With the fame fad complaint it begun $ 
How fhe imil'd, and I cOuid zipt but lovt ( 

Was faithleis, and I oib imdoAc ! 
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